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PAUL  JONES. — Russian  naval  uniform,  embroidered  with  gold  lace ;  long  blue  cloak. 
LORD    DALYEEN. — Flesh  arms  and  legs;   kilt;    sash;   breastplate;    sword;    bonnet   and 
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CAPTAIN  CORBIE.— Old  fashioned  naval  uniform. 

ROBIN  M'GUBB. — Sailor's  trousers;  check  shirt ;  shabby  black  spencer. 
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POWHATAN. — Skin  mantle ;  a  profusion  of  beads  and  feathers ;  flesh  stockings  and  arms, 
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GRACE  JOYSON. — White  drapery,  much  torn. 
PRUDENCE  PAUL. — Highland  dress  of  gray  and  plaid. 
MAGGIE  LAUDER. — White  and  plaid  dress. 
AMERICAN  INDIANS. — Fanciful  dresses  of  skins,  feathers,  and  beads. 
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Left  of  Centre. 
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*«*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience, 
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ACT  I. 

TE  I.— The  Mermaid  Bay  in  Soheay  Firth  by 
tonlight ;     Dalvcen     Castle,    with    iU".' 
'icioics,  on  the  L.  ;  the  distant  sea  seen  to  a  great 
te?it;  a  smuggling  vessel  in,  the  offing.    Axtite 
.rtain  rises,  distant  71111. s/c,  as  of  harps  accom- 
inying  a  dance,  is  ?icard/romt/ie  Castie;  thm  a 
•  /,  which  is    answered 
from  a  projecting  rocfc  in  the  foreground.    A  boat 
appears  from  behind  the  rocfc,  L.  u.  E. 

SMUGGLERS  from   tho   boat,    headed   ly 
bearing    tubs    slung    across    their 


Enter   S> 
eiLBS 

s/wuldt 


CHORUS. 

Mark !     There's  a  light  in  the  lofty  tower. 

Hark  1     There's  a  laugh  in  the  lordly  hall. 
There's  music  sweet  in  my  lady's  bower. 

And  the  raven  crooks  on  the  Castle  wall. 
Aii'l  now,  as  fearful  old  wives  Bay, 
There  are  moonlight  sprites  in  the  Mermaid  Bay* 
Well,  let  them  sing,  and  let  them  dance, 

And  croak  and  walk— why,  what  care  we  ? 
Our  moonlight  sprites  come  from  Franco, 

And  brandy  is  the  sprite  for  me. 

Gil.  (K.)  You  sing  too  loud,  and  lose  time,  too ; 
which  shows  what  scurvy  musicians  you  be.  Let's 
muster.  Black  Billy. 

Hill.  Here. 

Gil.  Brandy-nosed  Alick. 

Ali.  Here. 

Gil.  Deil's  Rob. 

Hob.  Here. 

Gil.  Davie  Qellock. 

Dav.  Here. 

Gil.  You  four  lead  tho  rest  of  yonr moonliqht 
spirits  through  tho  Peat-Mosn  Glen  to  the  Kelpie's 
Oavorn,  where  Lucky  Janet  is  cooking  ye  a 

lupgler'g  feast.  Our  captain,  bold  Ned  Corbie, 
will  meet  me  here,  and  follow  you.  Troop,  march, 
and  shut  your  mouths  till  snpper  time. 

[Exeunt  Smugglers,    L.    Musi:    again 

heard  from  the  Castle. 
They're  making  mortal  merry  in  yon  hull,  and  -vo 
shall  have  young  Lord  Dalveen,  who  is  a  born  devil 
when    half-tipsy,  playing  Ned  Crook's  hornpipe 
among  the  maidens !    Is  this  him  coming  ? 

Enter  AIRNGRAY,  E.  8.  E. 
Air.  No,  it's  me,    My  master,  the  young  lord, 


has  drank  himself  into  a  frolicsome  fit  of  dancing, 
and  danced  himself  into  suoharampaying  humour 
of  kissing  all  the  girls,  that  there'll  be  more  broken, 
heads  than  battles.  Where's  my  father  ? 

Git.  At  hand.    I  go  to  make  his  signal. 

[Exit,  L. 

.1  fr.  Better  not ;  other  cars  may  hear  it.  Crazy 
Grace  Joyson  walks  this  path  when  tho  moon's  up, 
and  though  she's  mad  for  love  of  my  master,  who 
played  her  one  of  his  devil's  own  tricks,  she's 
cunniuger  than  wiser  folk;  and  there's  the  old 
wizard  Fairlie  Fergus ;  aud  there's — (a  groan) — the 
devil  himself !  No,  t'eut ;  it's  my  father. 

Enter  CAPTAIN  CORBIE,  L. 

I  thought  it  was  you,  father;  bnt  what  made  you 
come  grunting  like  the  rickotty  ribs  of  your  roliiu^r 
vessel  in  a  squall,  eh,  daddy  ? 

Capt.  C.  To  hear  thy  tongue,  barking  and  filling 
at  the  rate  of  fifteen  knots  an  hour. 

Air.  I  know  you've  often  told  me  to  hoar,  see, 
and  say  nothing — which  is  indulging  my  cy< 
ears  at  the  expense  of  iny  tongue;  and,  having  a 
tonpruo,  father,  I  have  always  thought  best  todoas 
they  do  in  France. 

Capt.  C.  How's  that? 

Jir.  Talk ;  or  how  else  shall  I  be  able  to  tell  you 
all  that  happened  since  you  went  away— how  that 
fiery  madman,  John  Paul,  changed  his  name  to> 
Paul  Jones,  broke  ray  lord's  head,  and  left  the 
country ;  how  they  say  lie  fell  in  with  a  fleet  of 
black  buccaneers,  boarded  the  commodore,  got 
shot  through  the  head,  and  then  did  as  they  do  in 
Devonshire 

Capt.  C.  What? 

.4ir.  Died,  to  be  sure.  His  sister,  Maud  Paul,  is 
just  gone  up  to  the  Castle,  to  ask  the  truth  of  it. 
Sho'llmeet  my  lord  in  a  merry  mood,  and  if  he's 
once  determined  to  court  her,  she'll  be  obliged  to 
do  as  young  maidens  do  in  most  places — - 

Capt.  C1.  Eh  ? 

Ai,:  Let  him— as  poor  silly  Grace  Joyson  did,, 
who  walks  the  cliff  here,  and  as  they  do  say  Paul's 
own  mother  did  with  my  lord's  father.  But  that's 
neither  hero  nor  there.  There  was  a  whisper  that 
the  old  lord  was  BO  great  a  rogue  among  the  girl?, 
that,  when  ho  sent  his  picture  home,  they  — 

Capt.  C.  They  hung  it  np,  I  eupposo. 

Air.  You're  right.  And  now  to  business,  father. 
My  youug  lord  bid  mo  say  he  has  a  hundred  broad 
pieces,  which  lie  so  heavy  in  his  purse  that  he 
wishes  you  to  lighten  it.  Where  may  fee  meet 
you? 
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Capt.  C.  In  the  Kelpie's  Cave.  Some  rascally 
service-money,  as  I  take  it. 

Air.  You'll  take  it,  anyhow. 

Capt.  C.  Ay,  ay;  but  let's  hear  particulars. 
You  hare  a  tongue. 

Ji-.  Which  mustn't  run  at  fifteen  knots  an 
hour — hear,  see,  and  say  nothing,  you  know. 
Besides,  father,  since  I've  been  a  lord's  man  I 
make  it  a  rule  to  do  as  they  do  at  Glasgow 
Green — never  tell  a  secret  before  I  know  it  my- 
self. 

Capt.  C.  Out,  son  of  thy  mother's  perverseness  ! 

Air.  And  my  daddy's  valour.  Away,  father,  to 
the  Kelpie's  Cave.  My  master's  got  to  meet  Maud 
Paul;  I've  got  to  crack  a  joke  with  Maggie 

Lauder;  and (Distant  cannon  heard,  L.)  Hallo, 

what's  that  ? 

Capt.  C.  A  gun— two,  three ! 

Air.  Who  fired  'em  ? 

Capt.  C.  A  very  devil,  that  your  lord's  tricks 
sent  from  his  native  land  to  fetch  foreign  fire  and 
steel  to  bring  down  the  black  eagle  from  the  pin- 
nacle of  Dalveen  Castle ;  to  burn  your  shipping  in 
their  very  harbours ;  lay  tower  and  cottage  lo 
alike,  and  teach  pride  to  respect  a  poor  man's 
feelings ! 

Air.  And  how  learned  yon  all  this,  father  ? 

Capt  C.  As  they  do  in  Swisserland— made  use  of 
•>,j^s  and  ears,  boy.  I  met  Paul  at  sea,  and  went  on 
board  his  vessel— 'tis  a  brave  one— and  on  his  flag 
he  carries  stars  and  stripes — stars  to  guide  him  to 
victory  and  stripes  for  his  enemies.  He  is  in 
league  with  France,  too ;  and,  when  I  drank  his 
grog,  the  toast  they  gave  was,  "  May  the  Gallic 
lilies  and  Columbian  stars  fly  triumphant  over  the 
iion  of  England." 

Air.  And  did  you  drink  that,  father? 

Capt.  C.  What  would  you  have  done? 

Air.  As  they  would  do  all  over  Britain  in  time  oi 
war — mind,  I'd  have  said,  and  boldly  too,  "  May 
the  British  liou  always  be  able  to  smoke  the  lilies 
of  France  and  light  his  pipe  with  the  thirteen  stars 
of  America!" 


Capt.  C.  Well  said,  boy;  I  did  say  something 
like  it,  and  so  they  threw  a  decanter  at  my  head 
Had  Paul  been  civil,  I'd  have  joined  him  ;  but  he 
called  me  pirate  and  smuggler,  and  preached  so 
many  hours  about  liberty,  that  he  kept  me  pri 
ooner  till  he  got  into  the  latitude  he  wished,  anc 
then  sent  me  off  like  a  fool.  'Tis  well  for  him  my 
vessel  was  no  bigger.  What's  Paul  ?  A  traitor 
who  is  openly  going  to  war  with  his  own  country 
while  I  only  cheat  the  laws  privately  at  home,  am 
make  war  abroad  upon  everybody. 

[Ea;it, 

Enter  LORD  DALVEEN  and  MAUD  PAUL, 
L.  s.  E. 

Lord  D.  Nay,  my  pretty  Maud,  I  must  see  you  t 
£he  glen. 

Maud.  And  why,  my  lord  ? 

Lord  D.  Because  I  love  to  hear  you  prattle 
though  it  be  even  to  tell  me  of  my  faults.  Yov 
have  mentioned  one  or  two,  and  I  fain  would  hea 
them  all. 

Maud.  You  have  little  mercy  on  poor  Maud,  t 
set  her  such  a  task.  All  your  failings,  my  lord 
Where  shall  I  begin  ?  With  your  unkindness  to  m 
absent  brother  ? 

Lord  J).  He  had  a  fiery  temper  ;  I  cannot  prais 
my  own.  But  I  was  to  blame  to  draw  my  swor 
apon  a  dependent  who 


JONES. 

Maud.  Proved  a  very  saucy  servant ;  and  in  the 
amp  will  not  only  beat  some  of  your  retinue,  but 
ift  his  hand  against  your  lordship's  self. 

Lord  D.  Well,  when  he  strikes  in  some  shapes, 
we  may  strike  again,  but  when  in  so  fair  a  form 
s  thine  a  kiss,  my  pretty  Maud,  will  be  the  best 

;ucf.  Desist,  my  lord.  I  went  to  the  Castle  to 
earn  tidings,  from  your  lady  mother,  of  my  brother 
You  have  prevented  mj  access  to  her, 
ollowed  me  hither,  and  would  sacrifice  me  as  you 

lave  sacrificed  many  ;  but  that Nay,  approach 

lot— on  thy  life,  upon  thy  soul,  I  charge  thee — lest 
rora  this  dizzy  precipice  I  leap,  and  add  another 
voice  from  another  world  to  those  who  already 
all  for  retribution  on  the  libertine  Dalveen. 
Lord  D.  Heyday!  Hast  thou  such  resolution? 
!  cannot  credit  it.  If  so,  dost  think  Dalveen  can 
>e  excelled  in  spirit  by  a  simple  maid  ?  If  thou 
dost  laugh  at  me  and  would  but  try  my  firmness, 
still  living  and  defeated  of  thy  purpose,  thou  shalt 
)e  mine ;  but,  if  really  the  heroine  thon  wouldst 
appear,  thou  art  worth  dying  with— yes,  with 
Dalveen,  and  thus  we  plunge  together. 

Music.— He  runs  up  the  hill,  L.  u.  E.    Short  pause. 

A  loud  shriek  is  heard.     Maud  disappears  and 

GRACE    JOYSON,    in  a   flowing  white    dress, 

simply  decked  >-  ith  flowers,  is  seen  standing  inher 

place.    Lord  Dalveen  staggers  up,  E. 
[mage  of  tei-ror,  of  reproach,  whence  came  ye  ? 

Grace.  (Descending.)  From  the  deep  sea!  I 
have  been  seeking  the  young  Lord  Dalveen  and  his 
bonuie  bride !  He  was  tall  and  handsom^  as  your- 
sel',  and  she  was  just  like  me.  Nay,  it  was  me 
mysel',  and  he  were  yon,  my  laird.  But  I  pulled 
her  ribands  for  her,  tore  off  her  veil,  and  she  was 
a  sheeted  corse,  wi'  twa  elf  candles  for  her  een. 
The  fright  on't  threw  me  i'  the  sea,  and  I  lost  my 
laird,  and  can  nae  be  a  bride  after  aw,  ye  ken  ? 

Lord  D.  Well,  well,  where's  the  maiden  who 
stood  upon  the  rock  ? 

Grace.  Ey,  mon,  she's  cheated  you,  as  ye  did 
me.  She's  gone  to  fetch  up  Lord  Dalveen.  The 
poor  body  has  been  feeding  fish  at  the  O'Caer- 
laverook  trow  this  six  weeks  come  next  new  moon. 

Lord  D.  Poor  Grace!  Were  I  not  so  far  in 
folly,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  soothe  her. 
(Aside.)  Do  yon  not  know  me  ?  Do  I  not  bear 
the  shape  of  Lord  Dalveen  ? 

Grace.  Troth  do  ye,  and  sae  diz  the  muckle  deil. 
Surely,  ye're  no  my  lord — ye're  wild  Hob  Wilkie 
o'  Whitehaven,  who  sailed  seven  years  for  the  gnde 
o'  his  saul,  in  a  ship  made  o'  moonshine.  And  see 
here  comes  a  leddy — ay,  and  a  bonnie  ane — and 
she'll  mistake  ye  for  my  lord,  and  ye'll  swear  til 
her,  and  deceive  her  as  my  laird  did  me.  Sae,  I'll 
save  ye  frae  the  sin,  and  be  yer  gude  friend,  and 
tell  her  what  a  braw  big  bad  body  ye  be. 

Lord  D.  My  cousin  coming !  I'm  between  two 
fires.  Retire,  sweet  Grace ;  Lady  Enphemia  will 
be  alarmed — surprised,  I  mean. 

Grace.  Eh,  sirs,  at  what  ?  The  leddy  need  nae 
be  alarmed,  but  gin  she's  surprised  to  find  Grace 
i'  yer  lordship's  company,  I'm  thinking  that's 
mair  your  f ant  than  hers  or  mine. 

Enter  LADY  EUPHEMIA,  B.  8.  E. 

Lady  E.  My  lord,  you  left  us  so  abruptly  and 
more  than  one  youth  looked  so  angry  at  your 
freedoms  with  their  partners,  that  we  feared  mis. 
chief.  And  where's  the  pretty  maiden,  Maud  ? 
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There  were  eyes  npon  yon,  and  reports  that  you 
pursued  her. 

Grace.  (Aside  to  Lady  Euphemia.)  She  didna 
fall ;  I  held  her  stoutly  up,  and  pointed  her  the 
cave-path  to  the  glen.  Pour  Hob  Wilkie  o'  Wliit.-. 
haven  there— '(pointing  to  Lord  Dalveen) — wad  ha* 
ta'en  the  leap  wi'  her  ;  but  he's  aye  deceived,  and 
now  he's  n  wee  bit  mad,  and  thinks  he's  Laird 
Dalveen, 


,  Laird,  help  him. 

D.  My  Lady  Cousin  and  my  Lady  Grace. 
is  this  a  plot  to  try  my  even  temper  ?  It  may  be- 
come Lady  Euphemia  to  play  the  Argus  and  watch 
the  morals  of  her  naughty  cousin,  but  to  enlist 
Maud  and  that  maniac 

Lady  E.  Sileiie  -,  my  lord !  Maud  only  wished 
to  escape  the  notice  of  her  brother's  foe;  and  for 
that  maniac.  I  wouldn't  have  her  wronsrs  upon  my 
heart  to  be  Lord  Dalveen,  though  he  were  heir  to 
a  world's  monarchy. 

Lord  D.  Madness  on  one  side,  and  too  much 
reason  on  the  other !  Who  shall  I  listen  to  ? 

Grace.  To  me,  Hob  Wilkie ;  to  poor  Grace  Joy- 
son.  Ye'ro  nae  sic  a  villain  as  my  lord;  ye  did 
na  swear  ye  loved  a  gude  girl  till  she  was  won  to 
let  her  see  how  much  ye  wished  her  ill.  Fie  on 
ye  1  Women  are  jrentle,  timid,  mild,  and  wi'  strong 
affection ;  and  ye  gay-looking  gewgaws  o'  the 
lordly  sex,  ye  gather  flowrets  but  to  cast  them 
down,  and  smile  on  dying  beauties  e'en  while  ye 
trample  on  them. 

Lady  E.  Dear  girl,  come  hither!     Let  me 

Grace.  Oh,  no,  ye're  far  too  gude  to  touch  me  I 
Ye're  nofc  a  fule— guilt  only  uiaks  us  fules.  See 
but  at  me— folly  demented  me— and  for  my  lord— I 
mean  Hob  Wilkie— then  if  a  meek  girl  like  me 
could  fall  to  folly,  eh,  sirs,  what  a  cap  and  bells 
his  wisdom  wears  who  played  the  fool  himself, 
and  left  better  folk,  because  they  were  simpler- 
hearted,  to  be  such  as  ye  see  poor  Grace ! 

Lady  E.  Can  you  hear  this  unmoved?  Have 
education  and  advantage  taught  yon  to  under- 
value a  sex  which  yon  had  no  better  mode  of 
degrading  than  by  sacrificing  your  own  claims  on 
honour  to  disgrace  it  ? 

Lord  D.  Is  the  preaching  nearly  finished  ?  You 
overwhelm  me.  I  offer  two  words  only  of 
defence. 

Lady  E.  Your  defence  had  better  be  directed  to 
your  castle ;  Paul  has  vowed  vengeance  on  it— ay, 
Paul  the  man  you  slighted  1 

Lord  D.  And  whom  you  loved. 

Lady  E.  For  shame !  I  dare  love  merit,  find  it 
where  I  will.  And  now  that  Paul,  through  the 
tyranny  of  Lord  Dalveen,  has  turned  enemy  to  his 
native  land,  were  I  but  worthy  to  lead  your  hardy 
tenants  to  the  field  against  the  man  you  accuse  me 
of  regarding,  you  should  do  more  justice  to  my 
honest  feeling. 

Lord  D.  Ho  comes,  then,  does  he?  Paul  and  I 
once  more,  then,  shall  be  point  to  point. 

Grace.  Nae,  nae,  ye  never  will.  Seek  Prudence 
Paul,  his  mother  ;  she'll  tell  ye  o'  a  mystery.  They 
think  me  mad,  and  while  I  seeming  slept  beside 
their  ingle,  I  heard  aw.  I  tell  ye  mair — it  is  nae 
jealousy,  for  ye're  Hob  Wilkie,  and  not  a  bit  my 
lord — for  lords,  ye  see,  are  gentlemen,  that  do  nae 
dirty  work  like  ye.  Leave  Maud  alone.  Should 
ye  deceive  her,  as  ye  did  poor  Grace,  there's  cic  a 
curse  wad  hang  on  t,  that  your  castle — not  your.*, 
Hob,  but  my  lord's — would  clatter  o'er  ycr  head. 
Ken  ye  the  prophecy  ?  I  ha'  yet  wit  enough  to 
think  of  that.  Here  tul  it— there's  the  Castle :— 


"  It  was  founded  in  rapine,  by  force  it  stood ; 
There's  guilt  at  the  door,  on  the  floor  there's 

blood  I 

When  its  walls  are  washed  by  the  Solway  Sea, 
When  the  eagle  stone  lies  low  on  the  lea! 
With  the  curse  of  a  priest  and  the  moan  of  a 

The  House  of  Dalveen  shall  to  misery  pass  1" 

Mind  ye  that  1  mind  ye  that !  mind  ye  that ! 

[Exit,    L.      A    pause.      Thunder    and 
cannon  heard. 

Lord  D.  Euphemia,  yon  turn  pale  ! 

Lady  E.  My  lord,  I  know  not  affectation— I 
detest  it !  I — yes  I,  can  feel  for  yon,  spite  of  your 
follies;  but  that  maniac's  words,  and  followiag 
indications  from  man  and  heaven,  they  terrify — 
they (Faint*  and /alls  on  the  bank.) 

Lord  D.  Support  yourself ;  you  have  no  cause  for 
fear.  Help,  help !  The  lurid  horizon  shows  signs 
that  I  ought  to  tremble  at.  I  have  nerve  to  brave 
the  elements,  although  I've  wanted  courage  to  do 
right.  (Thunder.)  Ye  powers  of  justice,  strike 
me,  but  spare  the  innocent  1 

Enter  AIRNGEAY,  R. 

Thou  art  well  arrived.  Go,  call  assistance!  Help  me 
to  lead  my  cousin  to  the  Castle.  Look  how  the  sea 
rapes ! 

Air.  That's  not  the  worst,  mv  lord.  The  eagle 
stone  is  struck  from  the  top  of  the  tower  to  the 
garden  green. 

Lord  D.  Ha !    Didst  thoti  see  it  fall  ? 

Air.  No,  my  lord ;  I  did  as  they  do  in  Germany. 
I  shut  my  eyes  when  I  conld  look  no  longer,  for,  as 
the  stone  flew,  if  the  fire  didn't  dazzle  me,  I  saw  a 
winged  thing  follow  it  through  the  air,  and  when 
it  fell  dunt  into  the  ground,  may  the  fiend  make 
spules  o'  my  shoulder-blades  if  I  didn't  see  the 
devil  look  out  o'  window  as  like  old  Lord  Dalveen 
as  you  are ;  and  just  as  is  said  in  the  old  prophecy — 
he  said— said  he,  "  Oh,  all  ye  people !" 

Lord  D.  Speak  another  word  and  you're  a 
corpse. 

.Air.  If  I  do,  I'm  dend.  (Cannon  heard,  L.) 
There,  he  comes  again !  It's  Paul— it's  Paul !  He 
went  in  water,  he  returns  in  fire ! 

Lord  D.  Help,  babbler— help ;  and  speak  not. 

[.Music. — They    rai«e  Lady  Euphemia 
and  lead  her  off,  R.  u.  x. 


8CENB    II.— A    Gothic    Hall.     A    characteristic 
portrait  of  old  Lord  Dalveen,  c.  r. 

Enter  MAGGIE,  L.      She  goes  to  each  entrance  (to 
music),  listens,  and  return*. 

Mag.  The  grand  singing,  dancing,  drinking, 
music,  harps,  voices,  feet,  and  glasses,  are  all  quiet, 
quiet  as  the  dead,  quiet  as— (cannon  heard)— quiet 
as — what?  Oh, dear — oh,  dear  !  There's  mystery, 
and  misery,  and  prophecy,  aud  pranks  of  every  sort 
all  over  the  Castle  I 

Enter  AIRNGBAY,  R. 

Oh,  Mr.  Airngray,  I  had  just  made  you-  (cannon)— 
another  bang— such  a  delightful  drink,  and — 
(cannon)— do  you  know  what  will  happen  next  ? 

Air.  Yes,  I  shall  do  as  they  do  in  Holland ;  when 
there's  anything  good  to  drink,  I  drink  it;  and 
when 
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Enter  LORD  DALVEM,  n. 

Lord  D.  Hai-k,  sirrah !  Did  you  see  your 
father  ? 

Air.  Yes,  my  lord.  He's  gone  to  the  Kelpie's 
"Cave.  And,  my  lord,  I  saw  Maud  Paul  safe  on  her 
,wa,y  homeward.  (Aside  to  Lord  Dalveen.) 

Lord  D.  'Tis  well.  Prepare  theo  for  a  night's 
sail,  and  meet  me  presently  at  Paul's  cottage, 
near  the  cave. 

[Exit,  I,. 

Air.  Presently !  How  long-  time  is  that  ? 
Mag.  Don't  go— don't.  You  pretend  to  be  my 
suitor,  and  you  follow  your  master  into  all  manner 
of  shameless,  frolicking,  and  galloping  gallimau- 
fries, with  maids  that  be  no  maids,  and  men  who 
are  little  better ;  and,  as  for  the  Kelpie's  Cave,  it's 
full  of  sheeted  sceptres  and  long-legged  apprehen- 
sions, that  scare  fools  out  of  their  wits,  and  turn 
wise  folks  to  simpletons. 

Air.  I'm  afraid  you've  been  there,  my  pretty 
Maggie ;  and  as  for  me,  having  lost  my  wits 
alreadyat  what  my  lord  calls  the  halter  of  beauty — 
'meaning:  the  shrine  or  shine  of  your  charms— I've 
•little  more  to  be  afraid  of  losing. 

.Mag.  I  tell  you,  no  one  goes  there  without 
losing  something— Christy  Mucklebag  lost  a  whole 
year's  rent,  which  was  clicked  out  of  hand  in  a 
thought ;  and  when  blue-eyed  Katie  went  there,  to 
meet  long-sided  Jemmy,  the  drummer  from  Fife, 

hp  ipst  his  furlough,  and  she 

MY.  Ay,  what  did  she  lose  ? 
Mag.  No  matter  1    Hark  ye,  Airngray,  yon  say 
you  love  me — nay,  I've  heard  you  swear  it . 

Air.  I've  said,  and  sworn  it,  too,  a  hundred 
•times,  and  when  once  I've  made  an  oath  I  do  as 
Grippy  Nippemall,  the  miser  of  Musselborongh, 
did  by  his  money — I  keep  it. 

Mag.  Then,  if  ever  you  hope  my  hand  and  heart, 
take  one  more  oath,  and  keep  that,  too. 
Air.  You  must  give  it  me  first. 
Mag.  Your  lord  has  ordered  you  to  attend  him, 
to  plot  some  mischief  against  good  Maud  Paul- 
mischief  that  he  would  no  more  dare  do  if  her 
brother  were  here  than  he  would  eat  his  fingers. 
He  has  already  destroyed  the  wits  of  poor  Grace 
Joyson,  and  killed  another  innocent  outright— her 
grave  lies  in  your  path. 

Air.  Well,  I  cau  swear  all  that. 
Mag.  And  this,  too,  Airngray;  swear  not  only 
that  you  will  not  join  yonr  father  and  your  master 
in  the  cowardly  plot  against  the  maid,  but  that, 
if  need  be,  you'll  defend  her  from  them.  I  love 
you,  Airngt-ay,  dcarjy,  but  the  man  who  assists  to 
destroy  one  h.elpless  being  of  an  unprotected  sex 
will  never  be  worthy  the  affection  of  another,  anc 
.must  also  be— — 

JUr.  A  d— — d  rogue,  Maggie.  ,  In  the  first  place 
.1  wouldn't  lose  thee  for  all  the  preferment  ir 
^Christendom;  in  the  nest  place,  though  I  cameo: 
.aqueerish  breed— that  is,  on  my  daddy's  side — 1 
wouldn't  help  to  harm  the  girl,  even  if  I  did  not 
love  thee ;  and,  in  the  third  place,  I  take  the  oath 
requited,  and  kiss  the  book.  (Kisses  her. 

DUET. 
Air. — "Maggie  Lauder." 

Air.    An  oath  you  ask,  an  oath  I'll  swear, 

What's  more,  I'll  never  break  it. 
Mag.  I'd  have  you,  silly  man,  beware  ; 
And  think  before  you  take  it. 
For,  should  you  act  a  false  one's  part 


JOKES'. 

4tr.        To  think  it  is  uncivil  • 
fag.  You'll  lose  poor  Maggie  Lauder'*  heart! 
Air.       And  that  would  be  the i 

Air. — "I am-  a  jolly  gay  Pedlar." 

Tell  me,  then,  what  I  shall  swear  by, 

Your  red  pouting  lip  or  your  eye  ? 
Yonr  nose,  or-your  chin,  or  your  hair,  by 
Those  cheeks  which  all  painting  defy  ? 
Tag.    Don't  swear  by  snch  nonsense  and  folly, 

For  those  ai-e  too  sure  to  decay. 
ir.  .Then  I'll  swear  to  be  frisky  and  jolly, 

Kiss  Maggy,  and  foot  it  away. 
oth.  Fol,  lol,  &o. 

[ag.  I  swear  you're  an  impudent  fellow, 
Who  courts  all  the  lasses  he  can. 
ir.    And  I  swear  your  stockings  are  yellow. 
And  much  you've  mistaken  your  man  ; 
Yet,  should  I  do  all  you  have  told  me, 

And  if  for  the  damsel  I  fight 

lag.  I  suppose  to  my  promise  you'll  hold  me, 

And  then 

ir.  We'll  be  married  outright. 

oth.  Then  all  will  away  to  the  bridal, 
For  there  will  be  lilting  there  ; 
The  piper  won't  leave  a  soul  idle, 
But  capers  shall  kick  away  care! 

[Exucnt,  dancing,   Maggie,  E.;  Airn- 
gray, L. 

SCENE   III.— The  Kelpie's  Cavern. 

APTAIN  CORBIE  discovered,  sleeping,  wrapped  in 
his  cloak;  GILBERT,  and  other  Pirates,  grouped 
found  him,  some  drinking  and  playing  at  cards 
and  dice,  and  others  singing  a — 

ROUND. 

The  world  is  round,  and  the  bowl  is  round, 

And  round  the  grog  we  hand ; 
On  board  we  sail  the  ocean  round, 

And  around  we  dance  on  land. 

A  good  round  toast  shall  bo  our  boast 

May  girls  and  cash  abound  ; 
And  never  a  man  desert  his  can, 

Till  all  our  heads  run  round. 

Capt.  C.  (Singing.)  "  Till  all  our  heads  run 
ound!"  Silence,  boys!  I've  found  out  that 
when  a  second  bottle  of  downright  good  stuff  gets 
uto  an  honest  fellow's  head,  a  third  will  m;ver 
fet  it  out  again.  So,  as  I  can't  sing  myself  sober, 
[  must  even  sleep  myself  sober  ;  and  the  first  man 
that  wakes  me  shall  be  shot  for  mutiny.  Look  to 
the  entrance,  boys. 

Gil.  But,  as  we  musn't  speak,  what  shall  we  do 
if  anyone  approaches  ? 

Capt.  C.  Whistle— but  wet  your  whistle  first. 

Chorus. 
Till  all  our  heads  run  round ! 

(Sombre  Music.  —  Captain  Corbifi 
spreads  his  cloak  on  the  rock,  and 
dozes,  singing  inarticulately  —  "Till 
all  our  heads  run  round !"  Gilbert 
and  Pirates  move  tlie  table,  put 
tubs,  &ct,  down  a  trap-door,  station  a 
Sentinel,  and  lie  down  to  sleep.  A 
<pause ;  tlien  a  distant  whistle,  L., 
which  w  repeated.) 


PA' 


I  hoard  a  Mgnal. 
TiNiout,  L.)  'TisaWofld. 


' 

,r  Cilptam  8l 

,'  D.  (Without.  L.)  Here's  ono  will  wake 
him. 

rufer  LORD  DALVEEN,  L. 
Welcome,  my  lord,  if  your  lordship  loves 
.',  »y    rouse  the  hou  ?     'Tis  more  than 
ro  do. 

(    D  •  Were  ho  the  devil,  I'd    disturb  his 
:n.     Corbie,  my  man,  h»w  now  ;j     (/'.'.. 

-.1     Qetupi     show  thy  knave's  face 
•h'at  knows  then  !     Rise! 

,i  tiny  a.   pistol.)  I'll  jtut  teach 
y.vi  -    oli,  it's  my  lord  ! 

i.  D.  Kisc,  man!  I  bet  this  pnrsa  against 
t  h  v  pistol  thou  art  not  sober  yet. 

.    C.   (Sulkily.)  Sober  or    drunk,  my  lord, 

vout-  hands  are  not  too  pood  for  the  work  your 

:ias  done  ;  and  your  lordly  way  of  waking  a 

n-ieud  won't  pass  muster  for  civility  with  plain 

•rbie. 

Lord    D.  Arise,     thon    man    of   honesty    nnd 

honour.   I  come  to  speak  to  thee  in  the  way  of  thy 

calling.    I've  a  neat  little  job  for  thce,  though 

rt  but  a  clumsy-handed  thief  .    Old  Captain 

(i  nipples  was  worth  a  thousand  of  thee. 

'.  C'.  (Uisin<j.)  Grapples  is  grappled  by  old 
Davy—  he  lies  at  the  bottom  of  the  bay,  If  a  dead 

>uld  do  your  work,  he  had  tho  hand. 
Lord  D.  A  living  ono  will  do.    'Tis  but  a  quiet 
,f  villuny.    Bestir  thoe,  man—  there's  money 
made  on't. 

.Money  !     Well,  you've  been  a   kind 
•nor,  and  must  be  looked  to. 

/>.  I  want  to  prove  the  influence  of  salt 

I  haughty  and  scrupulous  young 

lady.     Tho  sea  mends  wine,  and  why  not  women  'f 

HI  of  ocean,  what  sayest  thou  'f    Eh, 

Kidnapper  Ned? 

.  C.  If  yon  wi«h  your  work  dono,  call  me 
liy  my  name,  tjay  Kidnapper  Ned  airaiu,  nnd,  by 
M&deep  sea,  we  must  burn  powder  for  it,  ! 

/).  I  named  theo  but  after  thy  trade.    But 
'tis  thy  blue  cabin  I  would  hire  for  a  re- 
:  v  wench—  for  some  throe  dayaor  so.  Here's 
handsome  rental  for  it. 

(Throws  him  a  large  purse.) 

Ca.pt.  C.  Paid  like  a  prince  !     The  cabin's  thine, 
my  lord.    Who  is  she? 

.t  think'flt  thou  of  Maud  Paul  ? 
Capt.  i  '.   Maud  Paul!     No,  choke'  my  pumps  if  I 
•uttlo  mo  if  I  dare.    No,  it  won't   do  —  it 
won't  work.    The  mister  of  Paul  Joues  1     It  would 
be  taking  a  shark  by  the  fore-teeth. 

'  D.  What  then?     (Showing  another 
A  goldon  instrument,  like  this,  might  drav.-  them. 
1   know  thou  art  too  pious  to  sell  thy  sonl  for 
.  and  if  gold  can  stop  the  shakings  of  fear, 
there's  enough  to  cure  thee  of  an 

(Throws  t/to  purse  nf  him.} 
.  <  '.  Well,  I  suppose  wo  must  do  it—  though 
I  would  as  soon  undertake  to  dive  into  purgatory 
and  bring  you  the  keeper's  daughter. 

1>.  Why,  Maud  has  a  bit  of  a  spirit! 

.  (i  you—  ono  which  there  is  little 

folly  in  fearing.    Then,  if  her  brother  Paul  should 

,  and  hoar  on't,  and  they  say  he's  not  far  off, 

he'd  turn  salt  water  into  melted  lead  for  me.    Hut 

.   I'll  do't.     There's  nu'cr    a   churl  on    the 

Solvvay  side  shall  frighten  stout  Ned  Oorbie. 


•lard  P.  Away,  then,  to  tno  wakM-nido.  I'll 
walk  there  with  my  prize.  It'  .  f  you 

take  her  from  me,  and  carry  her  on  board  in  spite 
of  me,  'twill  be  no  fault  of  mine.  You  know  I 
can  but  gut  a  boat  and  follew  them ;  if  yon  detain 
me  a  tide  or  two  on  board,  against  my  will,  you 

v  you  can  bnt 

.  C.  Be  hanged  for't— and  that  not  above  an 
hour. 

Lord  D.  You  mast  bo  hanged  for  something, 
N'>d.  Your  piracies,  aud  yonr  plundcringB,  and 
your  smugglings,  have  put  you  pa-t,  all  pardon. 
Away,  then.  Should  you  tail,  <>r  .ou'vo 

gold  enough  to  buy  a  llaw  in  the  indictment,  and 
that  has  saved  oven  greater  rogues  than  thou  artl 

',  !•• 

Capt.  C.  Indeed !  There  you  go,  smart  o'  the 
wit  and  thick  p*  tho  skull.  I  suppose,  now,  you 
think  you've  given  mo  a  neat  little  piece  of  work 
to  do  ;  and,  when  I've  run  the  risk,  and  pocketed 
the  gold,  that  I  shall  lay  to,  with  a  girl  who  mi /lit 
be  a  queen  on  board,  and  wait  the  will  of  your 
lordship.  But  no  ;  your  lordship's  gold  has  only 
paid  for  the  taunt  you  gave  uie,  ami  I  am  nothing 
in  yonr  debt.  Yo,  ho,  my  boys !  Six  of  you  follow 
me,  the  rest  on  board — and,  if  I  don't  play  his 
landlubber  of  a  lordship  a  salt-water  trick,  why 
I'll  be  d d,  that's  all  1  (Sinys,  with  chorus.) 

"  So,  lefc  never  a  man  desert  his  can, 
Till  all  our  heads  ran  round." 

[Exucnt,  t. 

SCENE  IV.— Interior  of  Paul's  Cottage. 

Enter  PRUDENCE  PAUL  and  MAUD,  L. 

Pnt.  And  did  tho  mad  lord  dare  to 

Maud.  I  don't  know  what  he  might  not  have 
dared  do  had  not  the  madness  of  another  preserved 
me.  Poor  Grace  Joyson  came  like  a  spri; 
tween  us,  and,  while  she  wa,s  stinging  the  heart  of 
her  sedncer,  I  dropped  through  the  little  entrance 
to  our  underground  walk,  and  here  I  am. 

Pru.  And  what  tidings  of  your  brother  Paul  ? 

Mau<i.  They  wouldn't  let  me  see  the  Countess  ; 
aud  I  dare  not  believe  the  sad  report  that  he  is 
safe  and  has  returned. 

IV H.  Tho  sad  report  that  my  son  lives  and  is 
coining  home. 

Maud.  Ay,  dear  mother,  that  he  comes  victorious 
over  his  own  countrymen — that  ho  has  just  de- 
stroyed a  gallant  English  ship,  fired  a  seaport,  and 
shot  the  eagle  from  the'peak  of  Dalveen  Castle,  as 
a  forerunner  of  the  evil  he  means  to  bring  upon 

<  native  villa-,-''. 

Pru.  My  boy,  ray  Paul,  a  rnffian  ?  Thou  wert 
right  not  to  believe  it.  It  is  impossible.  Yet  why 
is  ho  not  here,  to  protect  us  from  this  lord  ?  Thou 
must  wed,  girl,  aud  qnickly.  Fatherless,  brother- 
10,  when  thy  mother  leavc-a  theo,  shall  pro- 
tect t!; 

Maud.  Myself,  with  more  spirit  than  any  of  my 
snitors. 

Pru.  Nay,  I  donbt  that,  when  a  single  glance  of 
thine  eye  would  make  theo  a  wife  to  a  chief  as 
clever  and  handsome  as  tho  Laird  o'  Lommond. 

Maud.  Oh,  he's  a  bargain-driver  whose  heart  is 
never  out  of  his  purse,  and  his  soul  in  the  fleeces  of 
a  flock  of  sheep — talks  only  of  the  pedigree  of  his 
dogs,  and  dreams  but  or  the  price  of  lambs  at 
y  Fair ! 

IVu.  Then  there's  the  portioner  of  Clogwhang,  a 
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•edate  man,  •hwwd  in  the  market  and  brawly  well 

Maud.  Who  slumbers  in  his  seat  at  chaic  ;  and 
when  the  psalm  was  given  out  last  Sabbath,  cried  in 
his  sleep, "  Seven  and  saxpence  a  head  for  'em  aw, 
and  deif  a  better  penny."  He  treated  three  of  us 
girls,  last  Candlemas  Market,  with  a  pennyworth 
of  cinnamon.  His  right  eye  jealous  of  his  left; 
and  he's  such  a  rogue,  he  won't  trust  his  left  hand 
in  his  right-hand  pocket,  lest  he  should  pick  it. 
Have  yon  any  more  ? 

Pru.  Ay ;  there's  Ebie  Lightfoot,  rides  like  one 
of  the  sixteen  peers,  has  land  in  Galloway,  and 
houses  in  Dumfries. 

Maud.  I've  seen  him  ;  he  sits  his  gray  nag  like  a 
pair  of  tongs,  wears  three  waistcoats,  swears  about 
his  house-rents,  and  gallops  so  often  from  inn  to 
tavern,  that  his  horse  knows  a  tankard  of  ale  on  a 
sign  at  a  mile's  distance;  and  so  made  up,  his 
tailor  vows  that,  when  the  laird  is  on  his  horse,  it 
carries  more  of  broadcloth  than  narrow  gentle- 
man. But  hush !  I  hear  a  footstep.  By  all  that's 
impudent,  it  is  my  lord. 

Enter  LORD  DALVEEN.  E.  D. 

Pnt.  My  lord,  do  you  come  unbidden  to  the  honse 
lyhich  ye  first  laid  a  trap  for  poor  Grace  Joyson's 
vits,  where  you  boldly  drew  your  sword  upon  my 
eon,  and  where  you  now  see  a  lassie  ye  but  this 
morn  insulted  ? 

Lord  D.  I  come  to  make  amends,  good  Prudence; 
to  ask*  her  pardon,  and  bring  you  tidings  of  Paul 
Jones.  Come,  pretty  Maud,  I  respect  yon,  and 
love  your  brother,  wilful  as  he  is— come,  be  seated, 
and  be  forgiving.  (Sit«.) 

Maud.  Bather  -lo  you  rise  and  begone,  my  lord. 
Your  presence  is  dishonour,  and  defames,  as  your 
voice,  neard  by  a  passer  by,  would  taint  our  name. 
You  drove  a  brother  from  his  home  that  you  might 
the  easier  attack  his  sister's  peace.  You  smile, 
my  lord,  but  trust  not  to  woman's  weakness  more 
than  I  trust  your  perfidy.  I  have  one  sure  friend, 
if  I've  no  more. 

(Putting  Tier  hand  to  the  folds  of  her 
tartan.) 

Pru.  Nay,  patience,  Maud.  My  lord  says  he  has 
news  of  Paul. 

Maud.  Do  not  believe  him  mother. 

.Lord  D.  What  ho  !    Believe  others  then. 

Enter  AIBNGRAY. 

Repeat  what  you  told  me  ere  I  entered.    Did  you 
see  him  ? 

Air.  Him  !  Ay,  and  twenty  more,  in  his  barge, 
skirting  the  coast.  Paul,  and  a  red-faced  set  of 
fellows  :  they  so  fierce,  and  he  so  fiery,  that  ho 
looked  like  a  comet  with  a  burning  tail. 

Enter  GILBERT,  c.  D.  F. 

Gil.  Your  son  is  coming  westward,  Goody  Paul. 
Pru.  Come,  girl,  let's  meet  him. 
Lord  D.  I'll  show  you  the  way. 
Maud.  Oh,  no !    Come,  mother. 

Enter  CAPTAIN  CORBIE,  C.  D.  r. 

Capt.  C.  Nay,  do  not    trust  that  lord.     He'll 

lead  you  wrong.    Come,  clear  the  house,  my  lord. 

(Presents  a  pistol.) 

Lord  D.  (Aside  to  Corbie.)  That's  right— keep 
up  appearance  of  hostility. 

Caj>t.  C.  Whatl 


JONES. 

Lord  D.  (Affectedly.)  This  insolence  ! 

Capt.  C.  No  words  ;  that  way.  I'll  make  the 
road  clear.  Go,  maiden !  I've  some  good  lads  shall 
follow  you  at  a  distance,  and  protect  you ;  and, 
harkye,  make  fast  your  doors— there  may  be  plots 

(As  thsy  are  going  Airngray  interposes.) 

Air.  Parent  and  patron,  I  reverence  one  of  ye, 
and  I  respect  the  other ;  but  I  must  do  as  they  do 
in  the  British  Navy— that  ia,  I  must  do  my  duty, 
and  fairly  tell  Prudence  and  her  daughter  Maud 
not  to  trust  either  of  you. 

Capt.  C.  How,  sir  ?    Have  you  not  a  father  ? 

Lord  D.  And  a  master  ? 

Air.  Yes,  and  a  sweetheart,  and  an  oath. 
Ladies,  trust  neither  party :  keep  where  you  are. 
You'll  thank  me  for  the  caution,  and  when  Paul 
arrives,  my  lord  and  yon,  father,  will  thank  me 
for  saving  you  from  doing  what  would  call  down 
all  his  fury. 

Lord  D.  Save  ns  from  Paul !  (Drawn.)  Let  him 
but  land,  and  I'll  teach  him,  as  I  will  thee,  what 

it  is  to  rebel,  and  a  traitor 

(Attacking  him.) 

Capt.  C.  (Interposing.)  Hold,  my  lord!  That 
boy's  an  idle  saucy  fool,  but  he  happens  to  be  my 
son,  and  unarmed;  and  the  hand  that's  raised 
against  him  must  lop  off  mine  before  the  sword  of 
lord  or  lowly  man  shall  harm  him  1 

Lord  D.  Saucy,  smuggling  hind,  give  him  thy 
sword,  or  first  defend  thyself. 

[During  the  above  the  women  escape. 

Air.  (Taking  a  red-hot  poker  from  the  fire.) 
Hold,  my  lord  1  That  old  gentleman  gets  into  sad 
scrapes,  but  he  happens  to  be  my  father,  and  by 
the  black  eagle  which  has  just  tumbled  from  your 
nastle  top,  this  little  sparkling  tickler  shall  serve 
for  fire  and  sword  at  once,  against  lord  or  lowly 
one,  who  dares  to  harm  him. 

Lord  D.  Come,  both,  then  ! 

Cap*.  C.  Bah!  While  we  talk  the  women  have 
escaped. 

Air.  You  mustn't  follow,  father,  till  they  have 
reached  the  bay. 

Capt.  C.  (Aside.)  And  there  my  men  await 
them. 

Lord  D.  I  care  not :  I  henceforth  trust  nor 
thee  nor  thine.  And  when  I  go 

.4ir.  Not  yet,  my  lord,  if  you  please. 

(Music. — The  three  for  an  instant  seem 
to  keep  each  other  in  check,  and,  form 
a  momentary  tableau — when  guns  an& 
shouts  are  heard,  and  loud  cries  of 
"  Paul  Jones  has  landed!") 

Enter  GILBERT,  c.  D.  F. 

Gil.  To  arms,  Captain !  My  lord,  think  of  your 
castle.  Paul  Jones  and  his  dashing  band  are 
within  a  mile  of  us. 

Air.  (Flinging  the  poker  down ;  it  falls  on  a  chest 
of  linen.)  Then  the  devil  take  him  who  would 
wage  civil  war  when  the  enemy's  at  the  gates. 
Father  I  ask  your  pardon,  and  for  you,  my 
lord 

Lord  D.  Quit  my  service  I    Qnitmy  sight! 

Air.  As  to  your  lordship's  sight,  it  will  be 
clearer  one  day ;  and  as  to  your  service— I  am  my 
country's  servant  now,  and  will  fight  for  that  and 
my  Maggie  while  I  can  cock  a  pistol,  poise  a  fire- 
lock, or  wield  a  broadsword. 

[Exit,  C.  D.  F. 

Capt.  C.  Where's  the  girl,  Gilbert  ? 
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Gil.  Pretty  near  your  ship  by  this  time;  the 
mother  thinks  her  safe  in  udiilerent  direction,  and 
has  gone  up  t<>  tin-  Castle. 

Lord  V.  Corbie,  you've  play,  d  your  part  well, 
and  I  shall  forgive  your  .-mi,  irom  respect  to  you. 
So,  yonr  baud.  I  Khali  take  measures  10  resist  this 
pirate,  and  will  be  on  boarJ,  ou  a  visit  to  the 
haughty  girl,  this  uiifht 


Jus.  Leave  that  to  me.     JJy  order  of  governr 
my  brave  associates,  Philip  Maouoitlimus,  of  Mae- 

imttiuins  Hall, esquire,  .Ju^ir  -of  Peace,  scourge  of 
vagrants,  and  terror  of  the  country,  now  asks  you, 
who  can  avoid  taking  arm*  in  a  cause  like  thin  •* 
You  defend  your  wives  and  i-airm,  because  yoa 
iuu-t  defend  theun  ;  you  can  do  no  otherwise.  Von 
protect  your  lire-sides,  i-ecaii-u  you  must  }>'. 


C'uj't.   C'.  (Aside.)  Not  if  I  know   it.     My   lord,  i  them  ;  you  <  .  And,  ir  I  also  join  in  thu 


there's  my  hand.  I'm  sure  your  lordship  : 
me  as  well  a.«  I  do  you,  and,  though  angry  with  iny 
son,  you  must  own  he's  a  bravo  fellow,  and,  if  he 
had  but  manhood  enough  to  turn  smuggler,  ke'd 
be  an  honour  to  the  nation.  Come,  Giib.-i  t. 

O\ut,  C.   I..   F. 

LordD.  (To  Gilbert.)  Stay!  Are  the  authorities 
arming  against  Paul  ? 

Gil.  Justice  Macuiittimus  has  got  a  crowd  of 
awkward  volunteers  about  hiui ;  but,  nnlesa  your 
lordship  and  some  of  the  military  are  put  iu  action 


no  jfooa  will  come  of  it. 

[Exit.  c.  D.  r.    Drums  beat  to  arms  at 

have  a  quarrel  of  long  j 
Iwuirth  settle  it.     I'll  to 


intervals. 

Lord    D.   Paul    and    I 

standing,  and  we  shall  at  length  settle  it.  -  ..  -~  . 
thoCitstle,  collect  my  retainers,  and,  »s  the  inspired  ! 
deer-stealer  of  Warwick  makes  his  hero  say, 


patriotic  strife,  it  will  be  by  order  of  government, 
and  because  1  can't  help  it. 

M<  I.  And  why,  your  worship — why  ? 

Jus.  Mark  you  me  that  now— why  ?  It  is  a  wise 
question,  and,  by  order  of  the  government,  shall 
be  answere  1  by  a  wiser  ;  not  by  a  why,  a  wherefore, 
but  a  who  ?  Who  was  banished  Scotland  for  having 
had  the  presumptuous  presumption  of  lighting  with 
Lord  Dalveen  ? 

Mob.  PaulJoues! 

Ju«.  Who  swore  he'd  be  revenged;  came 
has  beat  two  ships  ;  burnt  a  baruo:ir,  ami  landed 
here  to  raze  Dalvuen  Castle  to  the  ground  ? 
I     Mob.  PaulJones! 


"  When  I  have  chastised 
The  audacious  rebel,  hot-braimed  "— — 


Eh.  no  !    Jones  is  too  un poetical  a  name.    There- 
fore, iu  plain  English,  when  I  have 

"  Turned  the  pirate  to  his  grave, 
I'll  off  to  sea  to  try  and  win  my  lore." 

[Exif,  c.  D.  F. 

(Music.— Dittant  beating  to  arms.  The 
chest  on  whish  Airngray  had  un- 
thinkingly thrown  t.'ie  burning  poker 
is  now  seen  to  ignite  ;  the  fire  catches 
tome  drapery  hanging  on  the  wall; 
the  blaze  increases  gradually,  and 
the  scene  closet.) 

SCENE  V.— Exterior  of  the  Cottar.  During  the 
following  scene,  the  windows  by  degrees  become 
t'.lummatcd  till  the  whole  cottage  appears  on  jire. 
Drums,  tc.  Peasant*  run  on  i»»  alarm,  'L.,  followed 
by  JUSTICE  MACMITT1MUS,  a  sergeant, 
aickicard  recruit*,  and  volunteers,  armed  with 
fowling-pieces,  pokers,  tickles,  scythf.s,'&c.,  to 

Jus.  Halt !  That  is,  I  mean  stop.  Don't  go  on 
stopping  one  after  another,  but  all  stop  at  once. 

Serg.  Attention  to  his  honour,  Justice  Macmit- 
timus. 

Jus.  Hark  y«,  gentlemen  volunteers!  It  is  a 
heavy  responsibility  iu  me,  by  order  of  govern  un-nt, 
to  be  your  commanding-officer,  but  I  flew  to  arms — 
yon  run  to  arms! — you  marched  bravely  till  now 
we  are  near  the  enemy,  and  now  you  aa  bravely 
halt  I  Sergeant,  what  shall  I  say  next? 

Serg.  Forward! 

Jus.  Indeed,  sir,  if  you  were  a  little  less  forward, 
it  would  show  more  re-pect.  It  is  always  usual  to 
make  a  speech  before  a  battle— all  great  men  do  it. 
By  order  of  the  government,  therefore,  aa  the 
enemy  is  close  at  hand,  and  no  time  to  be  lost,  I 
shall  merely  harangue  you  for  half  an  hour  on  this 
spot,  and  then  leave  you  to  do  your  duty  in  the 
battle. 

Mub.  Leave  us 


(Something  ex,-lodet  in  the  cottage,  and 

flames  aw  <?a/-.) 

Jut.  Eh !    Who  set  tuat  cottage  on  fire  ? 
Mo6.  Paul  Jones ! 

Jus.  The  monster  1     His  own  mother's  house  I 
And  who  knows  who  he  may  have  burnt  within? 
Mob.  Let's  iu  and  see. 

Jus.  Not  I,  my  friends;  I  now  see  this  Paul  is  a 

very  dangerous  person  and,  by  order  ol  government, 

j  I  sha'u't  burn  my  fingers.  (Ltruins  heard,  L.) 

Enter  an  OFFICER,  L. 

Off..  Mr.  Macraittimus,  for  shame  ;  Lord  Dalreen 
and  his  party  are  down  upon  the  enemy.  Lead  on 
your  followers.  March ! 

Jus.  I  always  lead  my  followers  in  the  rear,  to 
see  that  nobody  runs  away,  by  order  of  govern- 
ment—(aside) — but  my-elf. 

Oj/i.  Contemptible  animal ! 

Jus.  That's  against  the  statute. 

Offi,.  Sergeant,  put  them  in  tile,  and  follow  me. 
Friends,  'tu  for  your  country.  March. 

[Uuaic.— Eteunt,  u. 

ESD  OF  ACT   I. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE   I.— The  sam«  as  in  Act  I.,  C:ene  I.     A 
itoat  moored,  it. 

Enter  LIEUTENANT  LUCAS,    AMOS,   and 
tailors,  E. 

Amos.  (Looking  <»uf.)     Oh,  yes,  the  coast's  all 
clear,   Lieutenant  Lucas,  and  our  i-.ip'ain,  Paul 
.  who  is  quite  alone,  may  have  gone  too  far 
up  the  country,  I  calculate. 

Luc.  I  oare  not;  the  time   we    were    to    hare 
waited  for  him  is  expired.     I  owe  him  littl.- 

I  am  a  true  Amen  MIL  .My  countrymen 
have  thought  fit  to  place  me  under  his  command, 
to  bo  sure— thoy  know  best ;  but  Paul's  no 
American,  has  disclaimed  his  own  country,  and 
ought  not  to  be  put  over  the  free  citizens  of 
another. 

.4mo«.  Well,  well,  when  Paul  Jonw  &oe»  to  hU 
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namesake,  Davy,  the    devil    will    say    he   never 

swallowed  a  more  pretty  considerably  d d  good 

sort  of  a  seaman. 

Luc.  Psha  !  If  yon  talk  of  a  good  seaman,  it's 
not  such  a  one  as  Paul.  Paul's  proud — a  seaman 
should  be  mild  as  he  is  valiant;  Paul  submits  to 
no  control — a  seaman  should  know  how  to  obey  as 
•well  as  to  command ;  Paul  has  no  country,  no 
love— seamen  should  always  have  two  glorious 
stimulants  to  his  duty — the  praises  of  his  native 
land  and  the  approbation  of  the  maid  who, 
though  far  distant,  watches  the  moon  with  him 
when  he's  in  the  maintops,  and  prays,  as  heartily 
as  he  fights,  for  victory  and  safe  return. 

SONG.— LUCAS. 

Oh,  I  came  from  the  laud  of  the  free, 

'Tis  bounded  alone  by  the  wave, 
Where  thought's  uncoutroll'd  as  the  sea, 
And  we  know  not  the  name  of  a  slave  1 
For  that  country  our  flag  we  display  ; 
For  the  maid  we  iidore  boldly  tight; 
Brave  the  toils  of  the  ocean  by  day, 

And  fill  round  to  this  toast  ev'ry  night — 
Here's  to  the  tar  who  invincible  proves, 
Here's  the  vessel  he  sails  in,  the  girl  whom  he 

loves ; 
May  his  ship  come  to  port,  may  his  love  still  be 

true, 
And  his  boys  like  himself  ever  stick  to  true  blue! 

But  for  him  who,  to  manhood  a  stain, 

Would  the  country  that  rear'd  him  betray, 
Turn  traitor  for  title  or  gain, 

What  disgrace  can  his  treason  repay? 
Among  us  may  no  miscreant  be  found ; 

But,  while  sharing  the  toils  of  the  sea, 
May  we  cheerily  drink  this  toast  round, 

To  the  lads  of  the  land  of  the  free  I 
Here's  to  the  tar,  &c. 

Ay,  ay,  my  boys,  if  Panl 

Amos.  Hush  !     He's  here. 

Enter  PAUL,  E.  TT.'E. 

Paul.  You  have  been  anxious  for  my  return, 
friends? 

Luc.  And  for  ourselves,  too.  Captain,  why 
stand  we  here  when  the  spoil  is  before  us  ?  Yon 
castle  is  deserted,  and,  by  a  false  alarm,  the  few 
would-be  military  are  on  the  other  side  the  point. 
These  lads  have  sworn  to  take  care  of  the  plate  of 
Dalveen  Castle. 

Paul.  Lieutenant  Lucas  is  sometimes  the  first  to 
urge  desperate  undertakings,  and  the  last  to  exe- 
cute. 

Luc.  Have  we  sailed  into  this  pickling-tub  of  a 
bay  at  the  risk  of  being  sunk,  stranded,  or  taken  ; 
and  must  we  walk  over  pearls  and  gold  and  not 
pick  some  of  them  up  ? 

Paul.  (Lays  his  hand  on  his  cutlass,  but  checks 
himself,  turns  his  back  on  Lucas,  and  addresses  the 
other*.)  Messmates,  you  are  all  brave  men— I  have 
tried  your  courage  in  many  a  fight — yon  have  yet 
one  conquest  to  achieve — you  have  to  rein  in  your 
natures,  and  show  the  world  that  when  your 
enemy  is  defenceless  you  can  spare  him. 

Luc.  Captain  Paul  Jones,  ask  town,  and  tower, 
and  harbour,  whether  England  spared  America, 
my  own  native  coast. 

Paul.  This  is  not  England,  this  is  my  own  native 


coast;  In  that  castle  there  remains  at  present 
but  a  lady,  the  very  loneliness  of  whose  situation 
should  defend  her.  'Tis  on  England  alone  I  would 
let  loose  your  gallant  spirits.  Sailors,  return  with 
me,  and  a  thousand  pieces  of  gold  and  mv  admira- 
tion of  your  conduct  shall  be  your  reward. 

Luo.  You  are  our  captain  by  sea,  sir,  not  on 
land. 

All.  Ay,  ay. 

Paul.  Well,  if  yon  pay  the  forfeit  of  your  rash- 
ness, blame  yourselves.  Amos,  I  depend  on  you 
to  check  all  insubordination.  Remember,  it  is 
hostages  ye  seek.  Should  insult  or  violence  be 
offered,  the  guilty  will  see  me  at  his  side  when 
least  expected  ;  and  if  he  sees  me,  he  shall  feel  me 
to.  It  is  not  here,  but  on  the  English  side  of  the 
Solway,  yon  must  look  for  spoil.  There  you'll 
find  towns  of  note.  We'll  sail  on  th«m  in  silence, 
cast  down  their  forts,  seize  their  ships,  and  visit 
their  dockyards  with  fire ;  cripple  their  navy,  dis- 
may their  people,  and  deserve  well  of  our  friends 
in  America!  Take  the  boat  round  to  yonder 
point,  secure  it  there,  and  stir  not  till  I  meet 
you ;  then  we'll  to  the  Castle.  Away ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Paul,  L.  u.  E. 
That  headstrong  blusterer  should  have  paid  for 
his  insolence  with  his  life ;  but  it  is  on  board  his 
punishment  awaits  him.  Well,  this  is  my  native 
coast.  I  couldn't  moor  my  vessel  on  its  shores 
without  feelings  of  mingled  joy  and  sorrow. 
Absence  and  the  effect  of  climate,  together  with 
this  cloak,  will  shroud  the  simple  Paul  from  being 
known,  while  he  listens  to  what  rumour  says  of 
him  at  his  birthplace  ;  and  whether  the  vengeance 
he  has  taken  for  past  injuries  has  made  his  name 
feared  and  respected. 

Enter  TWO  FISHERMEN,  L.  s.  E. 

First  F.  Well,  we  have  taken  four  clean  fish 
and  a  prickled  skate.  A  noble  haul,  Jamie,  lad ! 
Maybe  his  honour  there  will  be  a  kindly  cus- 
tomer. 

Second  JF.  (Looking  at  Paul.)  Him  ?  He'll  ne'er 
dp  a  kind  turn,  for  he's  as  like  Jock  Paul,  our 
kin  tree's  curse,  as  a  fluke  is  like  a  flounder. 

first  F .  I  wonder  on  what  distant  tree  the 
traitor's  hanging— no'  that  I  care  a  salmon-scale 
about  him.  Sae  come  awa,  mon,  and  lose  no  time 
to  talk  o'  sic  a  scundrel. 

[Ea-eunt  Fithermen,  B. 

Enter  PEDLAR,  singing,  L. 

Ped.  (To  Paul.)  Buy  a  ballad,  your  honour— the 
battle  o'  Bunker's  Hill ;  or  a  song  made  by  the 
schoolmaster,  O'Minnigaff,  about  the  pirate, 
Paul  Jones.  (Chants.)  Here's  all  his  traitorous 
and  evil  deeds,  his  doubtful  parentage  and  edica- 
tion,  and  how  he  burnt  our  houses  and  our  towns ; 
set  fire  to  his  mother's  cottage ;  carried  off  seven- 
teen sisters  with  his  own  hand  ;  and 

Paul.  Silence,  thou  brawling  liar  !  Sell  me  thy 
trash.  Away!  [Pedlar  runs  off,  B. 

And  thus  let  calumny  perish  for  ever.  (Music. — He 
throws  the  ballads  down,  snaps  his  pistol  over  them, 
they  ignite,  and,  when  burnt,  he  treads  out  tht 
ashes.)  Yes,  thus  shall  Paul  tread  out  his  enemies. 

Enter  GRACE  JOYSON  and  a  CHILD,  L. 

Grace.  Hear  me,  my  wee  bit  brother — I'm  naa 
in  a  mad  mood  now.  Ye  maun  love  yer  Kirk,  yer 
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parents,  and  yer  kintree  ;  fight  for  them,  dee  for 
them,  like  bra*  Wully  Wallace,  and  iicvor  turn 
trait  or,  like  Mouteith  of  old  and  tho  monster  Paul, 
ye  ken. 

Child.  Only  make  mo  a  man,  and,  if  I  had 
father's  sword,  I'd  kill  thutwno*  them. 

Grace.  Thou  wilt  not  need ;  their  country's 
curse  is  on  them. 

[Extunt  Grace  and  Child,  R. 

Enter  GEORDT  GAVEL,  loading  an  ass,  L.         | 

G*o.   (Speaking  to  the  bmist.)     Come  awa,  Paul  ; 
come  awa  home,  my  bonnie  man,  and  ye  shall  hae 
yer  winnowed    corn.     Winna  th'  e  come  '(      Con-  \ 
found  thee !     'Twere  well  1  cawd  thee  Paul.    Paul 
Jones  is  just  sic  a  knave  as  thee  :  only  a  wee  bit 
worse  ;  for  thou  no  but  takest  other  folks'  corn,  I 
and  the  rebel  Paul  robs   fcyther,  mother,  kin  and 
kintree,  all  alike  -away  wi'  thee. 

Paul.  (Hiding  his  face  partly  with  his  cloak.)  | 
Has  Paul  robbed  thee,  too,  that  thou  art  BO  j 
bitter. 

Geo.  Robbed  me,  the  vile  black  sheep  !     Ay,  by 
my  truly  ;  the  shot  frae  his  accursed  ship  slew  uiy  I 
ain  son  i'  the  how  a*  the  sea,  and  left  me  childless, 
to  seek  my  bread  through  a  cau'd  and  tcornfu' 
world. 

Paul.  (Agitated.)  Here,  here  !  Take  —  take  — 
comfort. 

(Gives  money  and  retires  up.) 

Geo.  Comfort,  in  a  bonnie  shape  ?    Wha  can  he  j 
be  !    Fair  fa'  his  hand,  for  it's  a  frank  one.    Five  ! 
gould  pieces  !     Nao  less.     The  man  has  a  seafaring 
look,  and  I'll  warrant  tho  gould's  nae  honestly 
come  by,  or  he  wadna  ha'  given  it  sac  daftly. 

i  Exit,  with  the  ass,  R. 

Paul.  Well  paid,  gratitude!  Are  all  of  one 
opinion  ?  If  they  are,  why  here  come  curses  in  a 
fairer  form— Lady  Euphemia ! 

Enter  LADY  EUPHEMIA,  R. 
lady  E.  Paul !  Alas,  I'm  truly  grieved  to  see 
you  here  !  I  cannot  blot  from  memory  the  scenes 
of  our  early  days — yet,  in  the  same  moment  I  own 
you  liave  done  your  deeds  of  baseness  bravely.  I 
command  you  leave  me.  Go  from  the  land.  Yonr 
foot  is  no  more  worthy  of  touching  Scottish  ground. 

Pawl.  Hear  me,  lady;  hear  me,  for  the  List 
time!  This  hand— 

,  K.  That  hand  is  wet  with  the  blood  of  thy 
countrymen.  It  cannot  be  touched  by  me.  The 
battle  which  but  lately  shook  our  bay  has  stained 
thee  past  all  help. 

Paul.  Can  I  achieve  nothing,  then,  that  shall 
redeem  my  fame  and  leave  a  name  behind  me? 

Lady  E.  Oh,  yes  ;  you  may  epill  much  blood, 
sink  many  a  ship,  burn  many  a  town,  for  fame  ! 
But  what  fame  ?  Not  that  of  honest  daring.  To 
pain  that,  you  must  throw  far  away  your  t'oreiirn 
sword,  tear  down  the  colours  of  our  enemies,  and 
raise  your  country's  banner  in  their  room.  Do 
this,  and  vour  late  follies  may  be  atoned  for. 

Paul.  What,  change  sides  again;  turn  double 
renegade!  No;  my  country  wronged  me.  He 
who  strikes  first  is  the  aggressor,  and  I  was  striken 
without  ca: 

Lady  E.  I  grant  it,  Paul;  but  there  was  once  a 
period  when  you  said  you  loved  me. 

Paul.  And  did  I  not — even  when  you  joined  to 
send  me  hence  P  Have  I  not  since  ?  'Do  I  not  yet, 
Euphemia? 


L.uiy  E.  What  proofs? 

I'n ul.   Proofs,  deep,  uusei-n,  unheard— constant 

remembrance.    In  the  battle's  heart,  or  sailing  on 

your    imago    has    been  here. 

Women  boast  their  truth,   but  little  know  what, 
when   the   toucher  h'-art  of   man  is  wounded,  that 
heart  can  snllei .     IIa\e,  you  tor_rot  when  01100  you 
deigned  to  accip!    from  me  a  simulo  nower,  you 
it  in  your  bosom?     That  same  night,  when 
ntinent  atrainst  proud  Dalveen  awoke  your 
anger,  you  c:.  from  you.     Spite  of  your 

scorn,  eii-hrini'd  in  this  rich  jewel — (shouMtiy  a- 
locket] — close  to  tho  heart  you  slighted,  it  remains  ; 
and,  when  your  country's  e.anuon,  or  its  sword, 
shall  sever  all  remembrance,  impulse  will  press  it 
here,  even  in  dying. 

Lit-ly  E.  Paul,  it  will  soothe  thy  feelings— I 
and  there  was  one  for  whom  I  would 
have  loft  friends,  country,  all;  but  that  was  an 
honourable  man.  When  he  became  a  traitor,  I, 
like  thee,  could  nurse  my  fond  regret  in  painful 
silence;  but  no  true  daughter  of  Scottibh  blood 
dare  plight  her  faith  to  him  who  has  broke 
tie,  and  stabbed  tho  laud  which  bore  him  !  Fare- 
well,  Paul. 

[Exit,  L. 

Paul.  They'll  drive  me  wild  again,  till,  like  tho 
scorpion,  I  turn  my  rage  upon  myself.  Andean 
my  mother  join  this  theme  of  general  execrations  ? 
If  not,  I'll  take  her  with  me.  Pride  and  burning 
fury  shall  steel  me  against  all  else,  and  then, 
Scotland  and  false  love,  farewell  for  ever !  See, 
nay  mother  anticipates  my  wishes,  and  is  here. 

Er.hr  PRUDENCE  PAUL,  R. 

Pru.  By  this  time  Maud  must  have  reached  tho 
castle.  Ah,  weary  and  weary  were  my  dreams  last 
night !  The  spirit  of  my  honour's  murderer — yes, 
old  Dalveen— was  hourly  present,  and  twice  and 

thrice  I  saw  my  son.  Again  I  slept,  and 

Mercy  be  our  guide,  if  yet  I  wake  and  live,  'tis 
Paul,  my  son. 

Paul.  Nay,  then,  there  is  one — one  welcome  for 
me. 

Pru.  And  why  not  ? 

Paul.  Nay,  you  have  heard  reports. 

Prw.  Ami  put  them  by — laughed  at  them  !  My 
son  a  traitor— tight  against  his  home ! 

Paul.  (Jfourn/uily.)  A  home  which  cast  me 
forth. 

Pru.  Ah,  did  they  tell  me  true,  then  ?  Tho 
pistol's  in  yonr  belt ;  the  broad  by  your  side !  And 
what's  this  lively  ?  "Tis  not  the  garb  of  soldier  or 
seaman  o'  yer  native  land.  What  man's  command 
do  you  bear,  to  smite  and  slay  and  set  your  foot 
against  your  father's  grave  ? 

Paul.  Mother,  be  calm  and  hear  me.  My 
country  lies  in  a  far  distant  laud  ;  for  this,  polluted 
by  oppression,  can  be  mine  no  longer.  I've  come, 
through  peril  and  through  blood,  to  see  you — to 
speak  to  you,  and  carry  you  to  the  land  of  my 
future  choice.  Come,  quit  your  cottage — you  shall 
have  a  palace — see  your  son  honoured  by  the  wise 
and  great ;  converse  with  nobles,  and  consort  with 
kings. 

Pru.  At  what  price,  Paul  ?     "  Through  peril  and 

ircmrrli       ltli-kit/1    f*          flh        +t>An       >»t»  w/i    m*+      H...*/-****^ 


through  blood  !"     Oh,  then,  have  ye 
traitor  in  deed,  as  well  as  in  speech  ! 

Paul.  True  to  the  land  that  has  adopfced  mo,  I 
am  no  traitor,  and  bat  an  opeu  enemy  to  this  earth, 
which  disclaimed  me;  and  to  ohaeo  me  from 
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which,  a  second  time,  Dalveen  and  his  slavish 
bloodhounds  are  in  full  cry.  Come — come,  then. 

Pru.  Never!  Adopted  country!  Shame!  I 
nnrsed  you  in  want  and  woe ;  here  is  your  native 
land,  and  this  is  my  reward.  Go,  make  thy  name 
be  heard  from  pole  to  pole ;  let  mothers  still  their 
babes  with  it ;  let  strangers  heap  their  honours  on 
Wiee,  as  the  reward  of  i reason.  Thy  very  name, 
too,  changed— Paul  Jones !  My  honest  son  was 
brave  John  Paul,  and  his  mother  now  must  say 
Paul  Jones  is  but  a  villain  and  traitor.  No  other 
name  shall  he  receive  from  me. 

[E*M,  B. 

Paul.  Hpar  this,  and  profit,  all  who  desert  their 
country.  Who  else  am  I  to  meet  ?  I  had  a  sister, 
a  mother,  and  a  love ;  a  friend,  too.  All  are  gone. 
Away,  reflection,  and  up,  daring  courage.  No, 
not  all !  Here  conies  one  who  may  stick  by  me 
yet,  Robin  o'  the  Mull.  He  came  on  board  a 
straight-haired  saint,  and  has  become  a  hare- 
brained seaman,  but,  what  between  his  half-forgot- 
ten cant  and  his  half-acquired  sea-terms,  'tis  diffi- 
cult to  make  him  out. 

Enter  EOBIN  0'  THE  MULL,  R.  IT.  E.,  dressed  as 
halj  Methodiat,  half  pirate. 

How  now,  Robin  ?  This  is  mutiny.  I  ordered  yon 
to  stay  on  board. 

Rob.  The  best  of  us  are  backsliders.  And  you 
know,  Captain  Paul,  I'm  the  lad  for  always  going 
straight  forward.  So,  smite  my  tatfrel,  if  I  didn't 
come  off — yea,  even  of  my  own  determination.  I, 
Robin  o'  tie  Mull,  born  in  the  year  of  grace  seven- 
teen hundred  and  fifty ;  sailor,  man  and  boy, 
eighteen  years,  following  my  friend  Paul  like  his 
shadow,  snapping  my  pistol  when  he  snaps  his, 
boarding  when  he  boards 

Paul.  And  disobeying  all  his  orders. 

Eob.  For  his  profit;  and,  though  he  scorns  my 
counsel,  he's  a  right  gude  fellow,  and  I  will  stick 
close  unto  him  from  the  top  gallant  mast  to  the 
bottom  of  the  hold — yea,  even  as  thou  goest  down 
into  the  cock-pit. 

Paul.  Where  hast  thou  been,  now  ? 

Rob.  When  thy  Lieutenant  departed  into  his 
boat,  I  girded  up  my  loins,  and  jumped  from  the 

main-chains  till  I  wobbled  in  the  wave.  D n 

me,  if  I  didn't  swim,  even  as  the  gosling  or  tho 
little  duck  do  swim  to  meet  its  gander  or  its 
drake. 

Paul.  But  to  what  end  ? 

Rob.  To  the  end  of  the  bay,  with  my  jacket 
lashed  to  my  head,  and  Simon  Frazer  twixt  my 
teeth.  ( Showing  cutlass.)  At  sea,  I  was  thy 
blownation  bonny  boatswain,  and  on  shore  I  have 
become  thy  scout.  1  have  seen,  I  have  heard,  and 
I  will  speak. 

Paul.  And  plainly,  friend  Robin  ;  for,  what 
between  thy  piety  and  profaneness,  thou  art,  as 
one  may  say 

Rob.  An  antiphiberous  animal ;  and  as  tight  a 
hand  at  a  can,  a  cable,  a  cutlass,  or  any  other 
lass— yea,  even  as  that  gifted  speaker,  Fairly 
M '  Flum  mery 

Paul.  Come,  then,  tell  what  thon  hast  seen  and 
heard,  quickly,  or  I  shall  send  thee  back  in  double 
irons. 

.Rob.  Do  so.  When  thou  hast  pulled  up  that 
rogue  Lucas,  who  is  brewing  mutiny  ;  when  thou 
hast  delivered  thyself  from  the  snares  of  Justice 
Macmittimus,  who  is  about  to  reprehend  thee ; 
and  when  you've  no  more  use  for  Robin,  who'll 


shed  his  last  blood  in  your  defence,  and  stick  to 
you,  ay,  dam'me,  like  wax — wax,  my  boy,  whicb 
adhereth  to  the  fingers  even  of  the  cordwainer ! 

Paul.  Then  go  to  the  boat's  crew,  await  my 
signal,  and  support  Amos  against  any  treachery 
of  Lucas. 

Rob.  I  fonnd  this  Caledonian  cover  on  the  beach 
for  the  outward  man — so  do  thou  put  it  on  as  » 
disguisement,  and  lend  me  that  infernal  flashy- 
dashy  boat-cloak.  If  they  take  me  for  thee,  for 
whom  there  is  a  reward  offered,  I'll  trip  'em  such 
a  chase,  while  thou  mayst  speak  the  dialect  of  a 
Scottish  shepherd,  and  by  a  pious  fraud  escape — 
yea,  even  from  the  eons  of  Belial ! 

Paul.  No,  no ;  I'll  take  your  cloak,  and  leave 
mine  here;  you're  well  disguised  already,  and  look 
too  much  like  one  of  their  own  conventicle  men 
to  be  taken  for  a  pirate.  Hark !  Lose  no  time. 
Away. 

Rob.  I  fly.  (Going  slowly.)  Be  strong,  Paul, 
for  the  Philistines  are  at  hand.  So,  cut  and  run, 
my  boy.  [_Kx.it,  n. 

Paul.  (Assuming  Hie  Scottish  dialect,  putting  on 
a  decrepit  appearance,  and  drawing  the  cloak  close 
round  him.)  They'll  no  tak'  me  for  Paul.  I 
i-emember  my  native  speech  too  well  not  to  pass 
for  a  gude  subject  and  an  Antigallicau. 

(Retires.) 

Enter  AIRNGRAY,  L. 

Air.  The  place    is  in  such  a  bustle,  that 

What  have  we  here  ?  A  cloak,  a  hat,  and  feather. 
Oh,  I'll  do  as  they  do  in  Duke's  Place,  when  any 
lef  t-off  clothes  are  to  be  picked  up,  apply  them  to 
the  best  advantage.  And  they  can't  Le  seen  to 
greater  than  when  worn  by  a  handsome  young 
fellow  like  me.  (Puts  them  on.)  Egad,  I  think  I 
act  no  small  figure  here  ;  they'll  take  me  for  an 
officer  of  distinction  ! 

[Exit,  R.    Shouts  without  "No  Jones 
no  Paul !" 

Enter  JUSTICE  MACMITTIMUS  and  Mol,  L. 

Jus.  (With  a  paper,  reads.)  "By  order  of  the 
government,  five  hundred  pounds  reward  for  the 
capture  of  Paul  Jones.  Had  on,  when  he  went 
away " 

Serg.  What  had  he  on  now  he's  comeback  ? 

'Jus.  A  long  bkie  cloak,  a  Kevenhullar  hat  and 
feathers,  and  full  eyes — a  square  face,  and  a  very 
remarkable  nose — a  beard  rather  inclining  to  the 
colour  of  new  carrots,  and  cut  in  a  particular 
manner,  by  order  of  the  government. 

Paul.  (Coming  forward.)  I'm  just  thinking 
that,  by  what  your  worship  has  signified  from  the 
wee  bit  paper  i'  yer  loof,  that  yer  aboot  seeking 
some  unlawful  bodie,  who  has  been  harrying  th« 
kintra,  and  a'  am  no  weel  satisfied,  nor  wadna 
wonner,  bnt  that  the  neer-do-good  ye  luk  for  is 
nae  ither  than  one  Paul  Jones. 

Jus.  There's  a  clever  fellow,  to  find  out  all  that 
after  my  exposition  I  And  I  tell  you,  by  order  of 
government,  you're  a  jackanapes,  and  know,  sir, 
that  I  am 

Paul.  A  braw  big  blockhead. 

Jus.  By  order  of  government 

Paul.  Yer  pardon,  Mister  Justice,  I  mean't  ye 
veer  wrang  to  talk  here  and  let  the  fellow  escape — 
for  ye  see  there  he  gangs  up  the  hillside.  Ye'll 
do  well  just  to  put  a  gude  leg  formost,  and  be  uy- 
si'les  wi'  him.  I  ha'  nae  euterest  iu  the  thing 
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axoapt  the  five  hundred  pound  ye  offer,  and  which 
ye  may  as  wetil  pay  iue  dowu  on  sight  o'  tho  man 
I  show  ye. 

Jut.  Pay  down  the  devil !  Follow  mo,  by  order 
of  government,  and,  if  he's  tho  right  man,  then 
see  what  we'll  do.  Murch.  gentluuicn  of  tho  now 
levies,  by  ordtrof  fOveznment. 

Hi',  ii.     A  drum  h> 

Paul.  80,  ho,  here  coim-s  :i  leader  I  niiiy  nut 
pass  BO  easily  1  The  other  side  of  this  plaid  will 
suit  my  purpose  better. 

(Turns  the  plaid  cloak  the  blue  side  out- 

ward.) 

Enter  SEUGEANT  and  if  en,  R. 
Serg.  Hollo,  comrade! 

Paul  Du  tout,  niou.sie.nr.  Jo  ne  suis  pas  ta 
comrade. 

Serg.  Ta  comraad— this  is  a  Welshman.  The 
fellow  can't  apeak  plain  English,  and  there's  no 
making  these  foreigners  understand  without 
hoilooiug.  I  say,  comrade. 

(Loud  in  his  car.) 
Paul.  Je  ne  suis  pas  sourd. 

Serg.  Sword!  Who  said  anything  about  a 
sword  ?  Have  you  seen  anyone  go  by  here  P 

Paul.  Doucement,  doucement !  liny.  Ah,  je 
comprehend.  Oui— yes.  I  have  see  vielle  femme, 
old  lady  woman,  go  buy  de  bif  stek  for  his  dinner, 
u'est  pas  'f 

Serg.  That's  not  what  I  mean.  Have  yon  seen 
any  of  Paul  Jones's  crew. 

Paul.  Polly  Jones's  screw  ?      Aha,   vat   is  d;it 
screw  P     Et  mais,  qui  est  cola  dat  Polly  Ma'am- 
eelle  Jones,  wis  his  screw  P 
Serg.  He's  making  fools  of  us. 
Paul.  Nou,  uon,  d'hoimeur,  I  no  make  fool   of 
us.      It  is   vous  uieuie  seuleuient— it  is  yourself 
alone  vis  whom  I  have  de  plaisir  to  make  some 
entretienne. 

Serg.  And  who  the  devil  are  you  ? 
Paul.  De  devil  I  ain  ?    Moi  ;  je  suis  vienz  officer 
de  cavalrie.    I  am  very  old  dragon  myself. 
.Vrg.  An  old  dragon. 

-  aul.  Oui,  depuis  quarante  cinque  ans,  quatre 
mois,  et  sept  jours  que  je  vais  au  service. 

Serg.  Then,  my  old  dragon,  though  you  talk  like 
a  magpie,  we  are  at  war  with  your  country,  and 
must  take  you  into  custody. 

I'nnl.  Ah,  into  custodie '(    I  have  not  see  that  ' 
place.    N'est  pas  ma  route.    Je  vieus— I  come — 
from   Edinboro ;  I  tro  in  de  city  of  Gaberdine  en- 
Kuit  de  port— no  port,  if  you  pleas',   mais  Port 
Patricks  ensuite  a  de  Dona,  Dona  Dona — ah,  jo 
suis  Donaghadec.    You  have  seen  him  ? 
£erg.  Him  !     Who  ? 

Paul.  Paris,  a  Londrc,  Dartford,  Rochestre,  and 
seo  Torn  bom. 
Serg.  See  Tom  bom  ! 

Paul.  Oui,  see  Tom  bomme— a  Douvcr  pur 
Canterbury. 

Sery.  Don't  come  Canterbury  over  me.  We're 
heard  enough  to  demand  your  passport. 

Paul.  At  de  raison,  point  do  re-flexion;  je  snis 
toujonrs  pret,  moi — and  for  the  passport,  en  voila 
deux.  Si  you  insult  officier  and  old  dragon,  ha 
will  be  your  one  two  passport  to  dat  gentilhomme 
your  sailor  call  Monsieur  Davy  senior,  old  Davy  de 
devil. 

Serg.  The  devil  they  will !     S-ize  him  ! 
Paul.  En  garde ! 

(Draws  his  sabre  and  presents  :i pistol  at 
the  tame  time.) 


Serg   (Asidt.)  Why,  this  fellow's  OB  great  a  devil 

as  Paul  Jones  himself.     (To  Paul.)     Tis  useless  to 

light!     Surrender,  and  we'll  let  your  dragouship 

if  you  yield   your  arms  and  tell  us  under 

what  sneakiiiLT  cover  Paul  is  com 

Paul.  (Jfrriuming  his  natural  tome.)  For  my  arms, 
take  them  ;  for  tho  cover  that  hides  Paul,  I 
(Throw*  dnjrn  the  cloak.)   Aud  hure  stands  Paul 
linn-. -If,  who  never  skulked  from  stouter  men  than 
you  are. 

Serg.  There's  no  parley-vous  in  that.  You  said 
you  were  a  dragon.  Forward,  boys,  and  tight  for 
live  hundred  pounds. 

Music. — They  attack  Paul,  who  blo>r«  a  whittle. 
ROBIN,  AMi'S,  and  Sailors,  rush  on,  I,.,  and  beat 
off  Sergeant  and  Party,  B.  CAPTAIN  ruKUIK, 
GILBERT,  and  Smugglers  enter  uiih  MAUD,  L. 

Jtfaud.  Nay,  as  ye're  Scotchmen,  English,. 
Britons,  do  not,  do  not  shame  your  manhood  by 
this  violence ! 

Capt.  C.  On  board  with  her ! 

(They  drag  her  up  the  stage.), 

Maud.  Heavens,  have  I  no  protector?  Oh, 
brother,  why  art  thou  away  ?  Paul ! 

Re-enter  PAUL,  B. 

Paul.  Here,  here !    Maud's  voice!     Too  surely ! 
Unhand  her,  ruffians ! 
Capt.  U.  Take  her  on  board,  I  pay. 

[They  succeed  in  taking  Maud  aicay, 
L.  u.  x.,  and  a  dreadful  combat  takes 
place  between  Paul  and  Corbie. 
Corbie  is  at  length  beaten  to  the  edge 
of  the  cliff.  A  pause,  at  if  /or 
breath. 

Paul.  I  know  thee,  Corbie. 
Capt.  C.  And  I  know  thee,  Paul. 
Paul.    Restore    my   sister,    or    I'll    hunt    thec 
through  the  world. 

Capt.  C.  Twill  be  a  gallant  chase.  Look  at  yon 
vessel,  by  this  time  she's  on  board— not  as  my 
prize,  but  mistress  of  thy  friend,  young  Lord 
Dalveen. 

Paul.  Liar!  (Attacks  him  again,  and  after  an 
obstinate  conflict,  disarms  him.  Now,  on  thy 

life 

Capt.  C.  My  life's  not  in  thy  piwer.  (Plunges 
/'•om  the  cliff',  and  it  seen  swimming  toward*  the 
ivsst-fj  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  I'll  maet  thee  on  thy  owu 
deck !  Farewell.  [Disappears. 

Paul.  The  villain  I  Lord  Dalreen,  the  greater 
villain  !  And,  by  the  power  of  vengeance,  here  he 
comes. 

(Snatches  up  his  cloak,  and  holds  it 
be/ore  him.) 

Enter  LORD  DALVEEX,  B. 

Lord  D.  The  day  grows  hot.  What  fugitive  U 
here  ? 

Paul.  (Dropping  the  cloak  )  Paul !  Come  to  make 
it  hotter.  You  have  ah  stamped  me  with  the 
of  traitor,  while  lordly  villain.-!,  valiant  rav. 
for  want  of  courage,  use  hired  ruffians  at  .-• 
hand.  Paul  no  •>  his  own  work.  Come,  we"  v^ 
never  to  part  alive. 

Lord  D.  Well,  then,  great  champion,  should  ivy 
pood  sword  fail,  fold  me  in  my  p.aid  and  give  me 
to  the  Solway.  Jf  otherwise,  what  shall  I  do  for 
then,  my  nuble  II  >  ctor  I 

Pauf.  Lorive  me  with  ray  back  to  the  ground. 
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and  my  face  to  that  sky  thy  guilty  eyes  will  shrink 
from.    Come! 

Thev  naht  a  short  but  desperate  round,  and,  closing 
wUli  the  left  hands,  each  has  the  other's  sword  at 
his  breast,  u-hen  a  form  like  the  picture  of  old  Lord 
Dalveen  appears  on  thecliff,  and  a  sepulchral  voice 
exclaims,  ''Forbear  I"  They  eye  each .other  Jear- 
fully,  gradually  release  their  mutual  hold,  and, 
raising  their  doubtful  eyes  to  the  spot  where  the 
apparition  stood,  GRACE  JOYbON  ^s  seen,  with 
.  mysterious  look  and  uplifted  finger,  occupying  its 
place.  A  pause,  till  she  speaks. 
Grace.  Hark !  Heard  ye  not  a  voice  ? 
Paul.  Aud  saw  ye  not?  But  what  art  thou? 
More  of  a  spirit  than  a  thing  of  flesh  and  blood. 

Grace.  ( Coming  forward.)  Wha  talks  o  spirits? 
I'm  uae  spirit,  and  I  wish  I  were— they've  a  bonuie 
timeon't,  skipping  under  the  merry  blink  o  the 
inoon,  and  unacquaiut  wi'  cold  or  hunger.  I  sat 
to-ui"ht  a  top  o'  the  Haven  Craig,  and  the  raven 
gat  beside  me,  and  it  said,  "  Why  are  ye  here  in 
unrepented  sin  ?"  Bnt  the  raven  was  a  liar,  tor  I 
have  repented,  many  o'  time  and  ot't,  of  listening 
to  Hob  Wilkie  o'  Whitehaveu,  for  he's  nae  a  laird. 
Lord  D.  Come,  Grace,  thy  trilling  is  at  all 
times  painful,  but  now  'tis  troublesome ;  we  have 
business  of  import,  aud  cannot  listen  to  it.^ 

(G'ocs  up.) 
Grace.  Bat  ye  made  me  listen,  to  my  shame  and 

mpaul.    Poor  maiden!     Is  he  the  cause  of  thy 
affliction  ? 

Grace.  Call  me  not  maiden  !  Yes,  ye  may  well 
say  he— no,  not  Hob  Wilkie  there,  but  Lord 
Dalveen— or  may  be  'twas  a  fiend,  for  ye  canna 
get  a  word  o'  truth  out  of  him ;  he  said  he  wed 
me,  but  the  priest  had  never  been  ordained ;  he 
said  he  loved  me,  but  I  loved  him  better;  and 
was  it  nae  hard,  very  hard,  to  bow  down  a  poor 
affectionate,  unthinking  lass,  whose  vera  weakness 
should  ha'  protected  her— and  sink  her  in  an  un- 
timely grave,  only  because  she  could  have  died 
for  him. 

Lord  D.  (To  Paul.)  When  .you  have  done 
listening  to  that  silly  girl 

Pawl.  Who  made  her  so?  Bnt,  silly  as  she  is, 
that  silliness  is  sacred,  aud  by  its  presence  pro- 
tects the  murderer  of  her  honour,  aud,  haply  of 
my  sister's.  Go,  poor  girl !  'Twixt  that  bad  man 
aud  me  must  be  now  decided  which  first  shall  pay 

the  penalty  of 

(Lord    Dalveen    puts   himself  on    his 
guard.) 

Grace.  Stay,  stay !  Did  ye  not  hear  the  voice 
that  cried  "Forbear"?  It  was  na  my  voice. 
And,  though  my  memory  is  gone,  I  can  remember 
that.  Look  not  sae  angry.  Well,  well,  I'm 
going.  But,  listen,  just  fight  athwart  frae  this 
spot— I've  nae  wish  to  see  ye  and  the  man  I  loved 
shed  blood  upon — see  here — on  the  wee  bit  flower- 
tufted  spot  where  sleeps  an  innocent — his,  his 
child.  Ye  ken  the  sin— all  the  world  kens  that ; 
I  never  hid  ray  love,  for  I  loved  too  truly ! 

(Retire*,  weeping.) 

Paul.  (To  Lord  Dalveen.)  If  you  are  not  moved 
by  this,  Lord  Dalveen,  there  is  no  hope  for  you. 
f,ook  at  yon  lovely  ruin,  her  purity  is  past  re- 
pair; and  her  mind,  the  casket  which  contained 
a  pearl  beyond  all  price,  is  empty.  If  she  speak 
truth,  too,  another  innocent  beneath  our  feet 
cries  out  for  vengeance  I 


JONES. 

Lord  D.   Take  it  then (Rushes  on    Paul, 

who  is  disarmed.    Lord  Dalveen  throws  away  both 

rds,  and  draws  a  pistol.)     Now,  Captain  Paul, 

[  take  no   advantage.    You  have  fire-arms,  and 
we  may  make  shorter  work. 

(Paul  draws  a  pistol,  both  present. 
The  word  "Forbear!"  is  again  heard, 
but  to,»  late,  as  Grace  rushes  between 
them,  receives  the  shot,  and  falls.  A 
pause.) 
Grace.  I  have  saved  his  life  I 

(Sings.) 

Lord  D.  Perdition !  Grace  !  Oh,  speak  again— 
look  up,  look  up !  Oh,  which — which  of  us  is  the 
murderer  ? 

Pout.  (Coolly.)  My  weapon  is  not  discharged. 
Lord  D.  Discharge  it  here,  then  ? 
Paul.  No ;  thou'rt  punished  now   beyond  what 
my  frail    anger  could    inflict.    I'll    seek    assist- 
ance. 

Lord  D.  No,  no,  thou'rt  proscribed ;  and  I  feel, 
I  know  not  why,  a  strange  and  nameless  horror 
at  the  thought  of  sending  thee  to  danger.  I'll 

hasten 

Grace.  (Rising  on  her  arm.)  Oh,  no,  leave  me 
not,  it  is  too  Jate !  Thomas  Lord  of  Dalveen, 
behold  thy  noble  work  :  and  if  thou  wouldest  re- 
pay my  dream  of  suffering,  from  which  I  but 
awake  to  leave  thee,  oh,  place  once  more  thy  dear 
dear  hand  in  this,  aud  join  thy  lips  to  mine,  to 
seal  that  pardon  which  1  ask  and  grant! 
Lord  D.  Oh,  agony  ! 

Grace.  My  agony  has  ceased ;  or,  if  I  feel,  it  is — 
yes,  all  for  you.  Living,  I  gave  you  all  a  heart, 
a  broken  heart,  could  give  ;  dying,  I  ask— do  not 
deny  it  me,  a  last,  a  little,  but  a  kind — kind 
favour— untwist  those  osiers,  raise  that  lowly 
turf,  and  raise  the  once  smiling  cherub  it  con- 
ceals— place  mo  within  the  humble,  cold,  cold 
grave — lay  my — no,  our — our  infant,  on  my  arm, 
and  we  shall  sleep— yes,  sweetly,  softly.  Oh ! 

(Dies.) 
Paul.  I  am  revenged,  Dalveen.    Assist  but  to 

restore  my  sister,  and I  pity  thee. 

Lord  D.  I  thought  to  stay  and  join  my  victims  ; 
but  no.  When  the  last  rites  are  paid,  I'll  quit 
this  country,  and  for  ever ;  join  thee  in  hunting 
Corbie  through  the  world;  seek  death  while 
combatting  my  country's  foee  and,  should  I  meet 
thy  hostile  sword  again — -• 

Paul.  Avoid  it!  Our  purpose  to  regain  poor 
Maud  effected,  we  never,  never  meet. 

[Eotf ,  L. 

(Music. — Lord  Dalveen,  kneeling  ove>- 
Grace,  takes  her  hand,  moum/ully 
pressing  it  to  his  heart.) 

Lord  D.  Poor  blighted  rose,  and  ever  withered 
bud,  whom  I  may  meet  not  in  a  better  world, 
adieu !  Farewell  for  ever ! 

(Leans  over  the  grave.    Scene  closes. 

SCENE  II.— Castle  Hall,  and  Portrait,  as  before. 
Drums  and  shouts  heard. 

Enter  MAGGIE,  B.,  EUPHEMIA,  L.,  meeting. 

Mag.  Oh,  madam— oh,  my  lady,  they  say  Paul 
Jones  is  ia  the  Castle  1 

Lady  E.  I've  heard  that  they  approach  it,  and 
that  his  ruffians,  comprised  of  every  country,  show 
no  favour. 

Mag.  What  will  become  of  all  the  pretty  women— 
you  and  I,  my  lady  ?  We  shall  stand  no  chance. 
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Lady  E.  All  right-minded  -women  will  be  their 
own  defence.  This— (shotcing  a  small  dirt) — was 
the  weapon  of  my  father.  His  spirit  will  guide  it 
to  this  hand,  and  this  hand  to  the  heart  of  any 
being  who,  formed  like  mankind,  can  forget  man's 
duty. 

Mag.  And  hero  comes  one  formed  to  forget 
everything  in  the  world. 

Lady  JJ.  I  fear  so— for  'tis  Paul.     Courage!     He 
will  not  hurt  nor  thee  nor  me.    What  ai. 
silly  fool  ? 

Mag.  There's  a  question,  as  if  a  poor  girl  hadn't 
as   much  right  to  be  frightened  as    her 
Oh,  dear,  good,  t.-rrilile,  horrible,  amiable  Mr.  Paul 
Jones,  don't  hurt  a  simple  jnrl  who  has  uo  dagger, 
like  my  lady,  and  can't  defend  herself  ! 

Enter  AIRNGRAY,  K  ,  in  Paul's  cap  and  cloak, 
which  he  throirs  off. 

Lady  B.  (Surprised.)  Is  it  possible.  ?    Airngray  ! 

Mag.  Oh,  you  nasty  cowardly  fellow,  how  could 
you  frighten  a  body  so  ? 

Air.  My  lady,  if  you  would  trust  yourself  to  me, 
I  would  advisi:  you  to  do  a<  they  do  all  over  the. 
world — leave  a  falling  house  and  take  care  of  your- 
self. 

iady  E.  Where  is  Dalveen  ? 

Air.  I  don't  know,  my  lady.     They're  seizing  all 
the  betterinost  and  genteeleat  folks  for  host 
carry  on  board  Paul's  ship.     So  they'll  be  sure  to 
take  ns,  if  we  don't  hide. 

Lady  E.  The  danger's  magnified.  I  have, 
however,  thought  of  one  probable  mode  of  safety. 
(To  Maggie.)  Follow  me. 

[Earit,  L. 

Mag.  (Going.)  Yes,  my  lady. 

Air.  And  what  do  yon  mean  to  do? 

Mag.  Why,  as  you  say  these  gentlemen  plun- 
derers are  snch  Tartars  among  tho  women,  I'll  pop 
on  a  Highland  suit  of  my  brother  Sandy's,  and 
away  to  the  next  town. 

Air.  With  me  for  a  protector  ? 

Mag.  No  ;  to  protect  my  lady,  if  she'll  go.  Oh, 
mercy  on  us,  here  they  come  I 

[Buns  of,  L. 

Air.  Stop,  stop,  you  little  fool.  It's  our  own 
party,  and  with  a  prisoner,  too. 

Comic  Music.— Enter  JUSTICE  MACMIT- 
TIMUS,  R.,  Sergeant, &c.,  with  ROBIN,  prisoner. 
Th«y  fetch  an  old  Gothic  ch'iir,  in  which  the 
Justice  seats  himself  with  great  ceremony,  and 
opens  a  kind  of  court. 

Jus.  Bring  me  a  chair,  by  order  of  the  govern- 
ment. And  now,  you  most  audacious  vagabond, 
t^ll  the  truth,  or  expect  a  little  gentle  pinching 
and  squeezing;  for  if  you  don't  speak  out,  by 
order  of  the  government,  I'll  make  you  squeak 
ont. 

Bob.  Does  Mynheer  Holland  spracker  ? 

Jus.  Do  I,  what  ? 

Bob.  Parlez-vous  f  rancay  ?  , 

Jus.  To  be  sure  I  do,  by  order  of  government. 

Bob.  Then  I  don't. 

Jus.  Now,  sir,  your  name  and  business  ? 

Bob.  Robin. 

Jus.  Put  down  his  business  is  robbing. 

Bob.  Verily,  thou  art  an  empty  vessel,  and  a 
whitod  wall;  ,thou  art  a  wolf  in  wool,  a  rob'd 
animal  iu  sheep's  clothing,  and  an  aes  iu  a  lion's  , 


Put  down  all  that,  by  ord«r  of  govern- 

ment. 

1{<>I>,  And  I  am  Robin  of  tho  Mull,  the  scour;,"  r 
of  little  men  in  large  wigs—  tho  flail,  as  it  v. 
such   an  unthrash  tbou  art,  and   m 

pretty  a  !:i<l  In  fore  tin-  ni;i-t  as  ever  hauled  a  rope, 
on  board  the  ItariLrtT,  darnm*:! 

Jus.  Put  down  ti.  'lU-nfc  ; 

for  the  rope  shall   be  his  portion.     Hand  luiu  his 

lot  him  raul  it,  rigu  it,  and  th 
us  what  lie  has  to  say  for  binidelf—  by  order  of 


[  don't  say   it  ;  I  like  a 

chant  —  one    stave,    and    then    I'll    whi.'tl--     the 

symphony  ? 

\Vhat  does  he  meau  by  whistling  the  sym- 

!>  'S/  .'.Ifimiofcms  him.)    I'll  tell  y.m,  by  order  of 
government. 

Brit. 

To  name  who  v, 

[  own  I'm  rat  her  . 
J'»r  my  main  >  ''iad 

Why  she.  n  ke  her  oatli  ; 

For  she  was  a  saint  so  prim, 

And  he  \va>  a  tar 
That  to  phas"  both  h-r  and  him, 

I  preich'd  and  went  to  sea. 

WUh  jolly  tar.<  and  Muzzletonians, 
Forem;ist"men  and  Oamcrouiaus 

(iiliil'  . 

Bishop  or  boatswain,  I 
Thump  my  craw  and  cry  — 
With  a  hcigho,  push  the  can  about,  boys, 
Brethren,  avast,  lads.yeo  heave  ho  ! 

raight-hair'd  Sandy  Hook 

How  to  cant  taught  me 
And,  without  text  or  book, 

To  preach  extempore. 
Blue-nosed  Captaiu  Black 

Made  me  a  sea-boy  stout  ! 
Of  his  cat  upon  my  back, 

The  marks  an't  yet  worn  out. 

Spoken.  Oh,  if  you  had  but  have  seen  how  he 
laid  it  on  all  round  him,  with  — 

Jolly  tars  and  Muzzletouians,  &c. 

Jus.  (Eiscs  tn  a   rag?.)  Seize  him,  by  order  of 
government. 

(Music.  —  Ro?*i)i   5fitv.s  a   shrill   icliistle, 
the  room  is  filled  vitk  Paul'* 
K.  ;  the  Juttice  is  seized,  and 
at  the  bar;  Robin   puts  on  his    >ri'j, 
a>id    takes    the    chair  ;    the    Sailors 
guarding  the  Just  ice's  people.) 
Rob.  There!     That's   the  way  to   whistle  sym- 
phonies.   Silence  in    the  court.    Now  will  I,  by 
order  of  Paul  Jones,  take  thy  examination,  thou 
naughty  vendor  of  warrants  and   persecutor  of 
poachers;  thon    npproprmtor  of   dear  little   rin- 
affiliated      Vttliies,    and      U-rri: 
vagrants.      Now,    son  of  the  stocks,  and   mono- 
polizer of  shilling  aiH  lavits,  what's  thy  naoio  ? 

Jus.   I   will  not  tell  my  name    in  English  -.   I 
won't  attempt  to   Holland   spracker,  nor  parlay 
Francay,  by  order  of  the  government. 
Bob.   Contempt  of  court!      We  come  for  bos- 
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tages ;  take  him  on  board.    We  adjourn  our  court 
to  the  main  deck  of  the  Ranger. 

Amos.  Here  come  more  hostages. 

Bob.  Oho  I  First  clear  the  court  of  old  Swallow- 
fee 

Ju*.  I  am  no  swallow-fee,  but  Justice  of  tho 
Peace,  by  order  of  government. 

Rob.  We'll  have  no  justice  in  this  court,  by  order 
Of  Paul  Jones.  Away  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Justice  and  Pirates,  L. 

Music.— Enter  LADY  EUPHEMIA  and  MAGGIE, 

as  a  Highland  boy,  and  Pirates,  B. 
Oh,  we  must  bow  to  the  fair  sex !     (Pulls  off  his 
wig  and  bows.)    Give  the  lady  a  chair,  and  let  that 
little  whipper-snapptr  stand  beside  her.    Listen 
to  me,  lady.    We  have  gained  a  name  by 

Lady  E.  By  watching  till  the  lion  is  gone  forth 
that  you  may  make  inroad  on  the  weak  and  help- 
less. You  carry  American  colours,  but  we  believe 
not  that  a  land  of  freedom  would  send  forth 
banditti  to  steal  our  fishermen's  nets,  and  bravely 
robs  us  of  our  spoons  and  thimbles. 

Bob.  Prettily  'said,  as  one  would  desire  to  hear 
on  a  summer's  day  j  but  we  Americans 

Enter  PRUDENCE  PAUL,  suddenly,  B. 

Pru.  Ye're  nae  Americans,  ye're  English,  Irish, 
Scots,  but  nae  true  Scots.  For  shame  ye  there. 
Robin  o'  the  Mull.  Will  ye  join  a  set  of  American 
reavers,  and  come  and'  harrie  the  home  that 
shielded  ye  ?  I  hae  taken  the  red  wine  and  the 
white  frae  this  castle,  to  yer  ain  sic  mither ;  and 
this  leddy,  that  ye  dare  to  sit  before,  on  yer  nn- 
mannerly  seat,  sent  it,  and  when  yer  mither  died, 
she  blest  her. 

Bob.  No,  did  she,  though  ?  Then  if  any  harm 
happens  to  her — if  they  touch  bnt  the  hem  of  her 
garment  in  wrath— pitch  me  into  the  Solway  if  I 
don't  rumple  their  feathers.  And  what  favour 
have  you  to  ask,  young  man  ? 

Mag.  None,  only  to  stay  with  my  lady ;  ay,  and 
protect  her,  too,  if  you  dare  give  me  a 

Bob.  A  rattle  for  the  baby.  Who's  to  protect 
yourself  ? 

.Air.  (Coming  forward.)  With  submission,  I'll 
undertake  that  office.  Stand  back.  I  won't  be 
taken. 

Bob.  Then  yon'llbe  shot. 

Air.  By  whom?  By  yon,  young  renegade— or 
you  ?  D'ye  think  I  don't  know  old  Davy  Darad- 
well,  who  was  whipped  through  Kirkcudbright  for 
stealing  a  tailor's  goose,  and  drummed  through 
Maxwell  town  for  picking  Barny  Pedar's  pouch  of 
a  thirteen  pound  Scots 

Pirate.  Cut  him  down  ! 

Bob.  Keep  the  peace,  for  here's  our  officer. 

Enter  LIEUTENANT  LUCAS,  L. 

Luc.  Why  are  you  idling  here  ?  These  are  my 
prisoners  ;  march  them  to  the  beach 

Bob.  Avaunt  thee,  son  of  Belial.  The  command 
may  be  thine,  but  the  prisoners  belong  to  me, 
Robin  o'  the  Mull,  and,  by  the  hand  of  my  body, 
no  one  else  shall  touch  them,  sink  me  if  they 
do. 

Luc.  How  now,  my  valiant  half-and-half  pirate 
»nd  preacher,  are  ye  mad  ?  But  as  unity  is  to  be 
the  order  of  the  day,  I  dispute  for  none  but  this 
lady. 

Bob.  That  lady  is  the  only  one  you  shall  not 


have.  She  was  kind  to  my  dying  mother,  and  if 
Robin  o'  the  Mull  puts  his  sword  to  a  good  use  for 
the  first  time,  it  shall  be  in  helping  to  pay  off  a 
debt  of  honour,  and  pulling  down  the  pride  of  tho 
stiff-necked  —  yea,  even  of  Lieutenant  Lucas, 
whom  I  will  smite  under  the  fifth  rib,  blow  me  to 
shivers  ! 

Luc.  Seize  the  mutineer. 

Bob.   Ay,  seize  the  mutineer,   and  release  the 
prisoners.    Here,  help,  young  spitfire;  help  young 
sturdy  boots  —  we'll  smite  them  to  the  going  down 
of  the  sun  —  shiver  my  hulk  ! 
Air.  I'm  with  you. 

Mag.  Come,  my  lady  I  Let's  run  away  as  fast 
as  possible. 

(Music.  —  Airngray  and  Bobin  are 
attacked  by  Lucas  and  party,  and 
fight  off,  B.  Maggie,  alarmed,  drops 
her  sword  and  runs  off,  L.  Lucas 
returns.  Euphemia  picks  up 
Maggie's  sword,  and  defends  herself, 
fighting  off  with  Lucas,  B.  .Robin 
sustains  a  combat  against  two  Pirates, 
but  is  overpowered.) 

B»b.  (Furiously.)  The  Philistines  are  on  me, 
but  I  will  smite  them  yet,  dam'me  if  I  don't. 

[Eyeuni,  dragging  off  Bobin,  L. 

Enter  LORD  DALVEEN,  with  his  sword  drawn,  B. 

Lord  D.  How's  this  ?  Not  one  retainer  bold 
enough  to  face  the  horde  of  robbers.  Then, 
indeed,  is  the  eagle  of  Dalveen  subdued,  and  my 
father's  spirit,  frowning  through  his  portrait, 
seems  to  mourn  and  to  rebuke  his  libertine  suc- 
cessor. Now  are  there  only  women  left  among 
us. 

Enter  PRUDENCE  PAUL,  B. 

Pru.  The  lads  are  fighting  far  down  by  the 
water  side  ;  the  Lady  Euphemia's  prisoner  ;  the 
rnffians  ha'  quarrelled  among  themselves,  and  Paul 
is  nowhere  to  be  found. 

I/ord  D.  Enphemia  prisoner? 

Pru.  Ay,  and  by  this  time  on  board  the  Pirate  ; 
and  Airngray,  and  all  that  took  part  against 
them  !  My  daughter,  too  lost,  lost  !  My  bonnie 
cottage  burnt.  And  look,  my  lord,  on  that  pic- 
ture. Could  it  speak,  it  would  tell  a  tale  ye'll 
find  in  few  words  in  this  sma'  book.  (Gives  one.) 
Should  you  again  meet  Pajl  in  auger,  I  charge 
you  open  it  between  ye  read  it  —  ye'll  then  be 
friends,  and  think  of  Prudence  Paul. 

[Exit,  B. 

Lord  D.  What  said  she  ?  No  time  for  old  wives' 
stories  now.  There  is  a  frigate,  with  the  King's 
colours,  nearing  the  Western  Point.  I'll  board 
it,  follow  these  rovers  —  Corbie  or  Paul  may  yet  be 
met  with  ;  Maud  and  Enphemia  may  one  or  both 
be  rescued  ;  my  sword  yet  do  some  good.  Ay, 
frown  away,  stern  ancestor.  (Looting  at  the  por- 
trait.) All  is  not  lost  where  something's  to  be 
tried. 


Enter  MAGGIE,  B. 

Mag.  Is  tho  coast  clear  ?  All  run  away  ?  What 
a  set  of  cowards  !  And  my  lady,  too  —  what's 
become  of  her  ?  I  wish  they'd  come  back  again. 
Lord,  how  I  would  -  (Drum  heard.)  Oh,  dear, 
here  comes  -  No  it  'ent;it's  only  the  shadow 
of  the  old  banner  in  the  long  gallery.  Dear  me, 
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what  a  brave  soldier  I  should  make,  if  I   had  but 
a  little  courage  to  begin  with. 

SONG.-MAOGW. 

Ripht  and  left  I'd  slash  away, 

My  broadsword  brightly  glancing  ; 
And  thus  my  men  should  dash  away, 

As  if  they  were  but  dapping. 
I'd  shoulder  rest,  and  do  my  best 

To  set  our  foes  retreating  ; 
While  fifes  should  play  so  blithe  and  pay, 
And  merry  drums  be  boatiiip. 

With  rub  a  dub,  and  toot  a  toot 

And  ran  ta  ran  ta  rarry ; 
I'd  be  as  mad  a  soldier  hid 
Aa  any  in  Glengary. 

A  sweetheart  kind  I'd  try  to  find, 

And  soon  her  heart  I'd  tickle  ; 
And  ever,  while  she  chose  to  smile, 

She  ne'er  would  find  me  fickle. 
And  if  a  rival  came  to  woo, 

.Yd  talk  so  big  and  bluster ; 
Bui  then  the  thought  of  what  he'd  do 

Quite  puts  me  in  a  fluster. 

With  rub  a  dub  and  toot  a  toot,  &o. 

[iteit,  L. 


SCENE  III.— The  Bums  of  Paul's  Cottage. 

Music.— Enter  PAUL  JONES  from  House,  L.  8. «. 

Paul.  So,  I  plunder  others,  and  when  I'd  try  to 
make  one  more  effort  at  reconciliation  with  my 
mother,  I  find  my  own  home  bnt  a  burning  waste, 
as  if  I  were  the  demon  of  desolation.  Prosperity 
and  joy  vanish  at  my  approach,  and  I  myself  am 
sinking  from  myself.  This  'tis  to  be  a  traitor! 
In  France  they  smiled  on,  flattered  me,  and  fooled 
me ;  the  gallant  veterans  of  Russian  Cath'-riin- 
disdained  to  serve  with  me  ;  and  these  Ame. 

ricans I    much    distrust    them.    Well,   well, 

action  must  brace,  and  stern  revenge  sustain  me. 
Rejected  here  by  all,  England  shall  feel  me  yet ; 
'tis  but  a  few  hours'  sail,  and  the  first  port  we 

make  —  ships,  harbour,    town,    all (Cannon 

heard.)  Hark!  A  signal  gun!  A  signal  flag, 
too!  (Looking  out,  n.,  whistles.)  No  answer. 
Yes,  a  boat  approaches.  '  Now,  England,  beware  of 
Paul.  You  otter  five  hundred  guineas  for  his  head ; 
keep  it  to  repair  the  mischief  he  intends  ye. 

[Exit,  K. 


SCENE  IV.— Between  Decks  of  the  Ranger. 

AIRNGRAY,  ROBIN,  and  the  JUSTICE  discovered 
fitting  on,  the  jloor,  in  double-irons. 

COMIC    MEDLEY    TRIO. 

Tune. — ".4uld  Lang  Syne." 

Air.   A  three  part  Ron.tr  is  good  to  f  ing, 
Roll,      But  not  while  sitting  here ; 
Jus.    A  ship  of  war's  a  pretty  thing — 
Air.       And  so  is  giuger-beer. 
Sob.  But  ships  on  land  can  never  walk, 
Jus.       And  ginger  beer,  d'ye  see, 
Air.  Requires  the  drawing  of  a  cork, 
Rol.      To  set  its  spirit  free. 


Bob. 
Air. 
Jus. 

Rol. 
Air. 
Jus. 
Bob. 


All. 


Tune.—1'  FanJece  Doodle." 

And  BO  it  is,  'twixt  you  and  I, 

With  him,  and  you,  and  me, 
For  want  of  precious  liberty, 

Three  prisoners  we  be. 

In  fetters  bright,  some  lads,  when  dress'  d. 

Are  proud  ;  bnt  sure  as  eggs, 
I  always  think  such  things  look  best 

On  other  people's  legs. 
And  now,  could  fancy  furnish  flip, 

We'd  make  believe  to  toast 
The  greatest  rogue  in  all  the  ship, 

Who  tied  us  to  this  post. 

For  Lucas  is  a  silly  goose 

With  all  his  airs  and  graces  ; 
I  only  wish  that  we  were  loose, 

And  he  was  in  our  places. 


Bob.  Well,  here  we  are,  tied  by  the  le?  ;  shackled, 
and  in  bond,  and  all  - 

Jus.  By  order  of  - 

Bob.  Lieutenant  Lucas,  the  hound  !  Would  Paul 
were  on  board  !  Splinter  my  maintop,  shatter  my 
bowsprit,  and  bump  my  copper  bottom  on  a 
breaker,  when  the  tide  of  adversity  rises  so  high, 
what  are  we  to  do  ? 

Air.  As  the  devil  does  in  Lincoln,  look  over  it, 
till  time  and  tide  run  smoother!  Eh,  old 
Wigsby  ? 

Jus.  If  I  were  to  endeavour  to  sum  up  evidence 
on  this  outrage,  I  should  coolly  say  - 

(Great  oun  heard,  L.) 

Bob.    There,  they're  going   into   action,    even 

among  the  mighty  men  of  war;  and  I  am  con- 

demned to  listen  to  that  sport  in  which  I  take  no 

part.    Fire  and  perdition,  but  I  am  sorely  grieved. 

(Gun  heard  again.) 

Jus.  That's  right.    I  hope  we've  mot  a  British 
ship,  and  that  those  shots  may  be  fired  by  order  of 
.  riuuent,  and  kill  every  soul  in  this  rebellious 


Bob.  Thank  ye. 

Jus.  Which  carries  us  away,  in  contempt  of  the 
King's  peace  and  against  the  statute. 

Enter  AMOS,  L.  s.  x. 

Amos.  Robin  of  the  Mull,  Paul  Jones  is  on 
board,  and  we  are  now  attacking  Whirehaven.  He 
pardons  your  mutiny  against  his  lieutenant,  on 
condition  that  you  go  in  the  first  boat  and  lead  the 
forlorn  hope. 

Bob.  Unless  Paul  given  me  a  fair  trial,  even  among 
my  own  messmates,  and  Lieutenant  Lucas  is 
hanged,  yea,  at  the  ship's  yard-arm,  I  will  not 
raise  my  sword  in  fight,  but  meekly  wear  these 
chains  and  sing 

"  Lucas  is  a  silly  goose,"  Ac. 

Air.  In  which  chorus  we,  too,  will  join. 

Jus.  By  order  of  the  government. 

Amos.  Then  come  down  to  the  hold  and  join  the 
hostages,  whom  Paul  will  set  on  shore  after  the 
action. 

Air.  Is  the  boy  safe  ? 

Jus.  And  the  lady  ? 

Amos.  Ay,  ay.  (Gun  heard.)  Come,  I've  no 
tiiiH'  for  talking. 

Bob.  Hav'n't  you  ?    Why,  then,  sing. 
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TRIO. 
".Lucas  is  a  silly  goose,"  &c. 

[Exeunt,  L.  s.  E 


SCENE  V.— The  Upper  Deck  of  Paul's  Ship,  the 
Coast  of  Whitehaven  in  the  distance.  Martial 
Mus(ic.  Boats  seer,  near  the  shore— the  shipping 
in  the  harbour  successively  take  fire,  then  the 
town;  explosions, fire-halls,  &c.,  &c. 

The  Crew  on  deck  shout.    PAUL  appears  in  a  boat, 
and  comes  on  Board* 

Paul.  Behold !     The  work  is  doing- ! 

Luc.  And  behold  two  frigates  bearing  down  with 
double  force  to  ours. 

Paul.  What  then  ?    Clear  ship  for  action. 

Luc.  Pause,  messmates— 'twould  be  madness. 

Paul.  Lieutenant  Lucas,  you  have  already 
dared  despise  my  orders,  by  your  plunder  of 
Dalveen  Castle,  and  by  bringing  onboard  those 
prisoners,  whom  I  shall  set  on  shore.  Give  me 
another  instance  of  disobedience  and  you  die  ! 
(Cannon  heard— the  town  burns  brighter.)  They 
come— clear  ship — to  arms  ! 

Luc.  No,  no ;  down  with  the  colours ! 

(Hauls  the  flag  down.) 

Paul.  Down  with  mutiny !  (Shoots  Lucas.) 
3Tcmr,  you  that  dislike  the,  act,  come  on  and  share 
his  fate ;  you  that  are  cowards,  skulk  into  the 
hold;  and  you  who  dare  encounter  the  Serapis 
and  her  consort,  fight  for  Paul  and  freedom  ! 

[A  general  shout— the  drums  beat   to 
arms,  and  the  scene  closes, 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

I 

SCENE  I. — North  America.    A  romantic  cataract, 
bridge,  and  masses  of  rock.    Indian  March. 

Enter  POWHATAN,  and  Indian  u-arriors  of  the 
Pamumkee  Tribe,  R.  They  inarch  round  the 
stage,  form  in  a  semicircle,  and  perform  the  cere- 
mony of  putting  on  the  war  kettle,  round  which 
they  dance.  March  changes. — Enter  OPE- 
CHANKANOUGH,  and  warriors  of  the  Youghta- 
ommd  Tribe,  L.  They  march  round  the  war 
l;ettlet  and  form  opposite  the  Pamunkees,  ex- 
change mutual  defiance,  and  are  advancing  to  the 
combat,  when  the  PRINCESS  NANTEQUAW, 
attended  by  a  train  of  Females,  passes  over  the 
bridge,  rushes  between  them,  and  endeavours  in 
vain  to  sooth  each  party ;  but,  after  bringing  on 
a  group  of  children,  R.,  and  appealing  to  the 
parental  feelings  of  the  PFavriors,  peace  is  re- 
stored, the  war  kettle  is  taken  o/,  and  the  fire  ex- 
tinguished, the  calumet  is  then  handed  from  Chief 
to  Chief,  a  hatchet  is  buried  in  due  form,  and 
the  tree  of  peace  planted  over  it. 

CHOEUS. 

Bury  the  hatchet,  plant  the  tree, 
And  the  calumet  smoke  with  me ; 
Harmony  and  joy  be  found, 
While  the  Wampum  belt  goes  round. 

(Grand  ballet  dance.     When  finished, 
.    their  further  sports  are   interrupted 
by  a  distant  drum.) 


PARODY. 

SHORT  CHORUS. 

Hark,  'tis  the  white  man's  drum 
They  come,  they  come,  they  come. 


Di'stan-t  March  "  Yankee  Doodle."  A  party  o/ 
Pennsylvania*!,  Sharp  Shooters,  with  long  rifles, 
appear  on  the  bridge,  i.,  with  a /lag  of  truce,  led 
by  a  YANKEE  CHIEF.  They  halt,  lower  their 
arms,  wavethefiag,  and  malce  signs  of  peace.  The 
Warriors  place  all  the  Women  in  the  centre  of  a 
circle,  then  ground  their  tomahawks,  and,  point- 
ing to  the  tree,  by  signs  invite  the  Yankees  to  .de- 
scend. Yankees  recover  their  arms  to  commence 
their  march,  which  is  at  first  mistaken  for  hos- 
tility by  the  Indians,  who,  with  a  sudden,  shout, 
seize  thei/r  tomahawks,  but  are  appeased  by  pacific 
signs  from  Yankee,  who  marches  his  men  down, 
and  forms  them  in  the  centre. 

Yankee.  Fa.thers,  brothers,  and  warriors,  we 
come  from  the  great  city  of  Congress  to  offer  you  a 

talk,  and 

Pow.  (In  the  Indian  language.)  No  urrah ! 
Yankee.  No  hurry    isn't  there?     Or  I  suppose 
that  means  you  don't  understand  me 

Pow.  Benamuckee 

(Descriptive  Music.  —  Poichatan  gives 
instructions  to  the  Women,  who  march 
off  with  the  Children,  a.) 

Yankee.  Oho !     To  your   flints,  my   lads ;    they 
send  away  the  women — that  bodes  battle  with  us. 
Pou1.  (Lays    down    his  arms  mildly.)   Oal    oal 
Waramakoa ! 

Little  Indian   drum  and  a  sort  of  flute  march  to 

?uick  time,  heard.    Females  re-enter,  armed  with 
ows     and    arrows,    and     bring    their    Queen, 
POHONTA,  in  the  midst  of  them. 

Yankee.  Oh,  this  is  their  qneen,  Pohonta!  A 
brave  wench,  as  I've  heard,  and  understands  our 
language. 

Pohonta.  Yes,  white  man  ;  it  was  taught  me  by 
a  beloved  English  husband,  whose  lit'o  I  preserved 
from  the  hatchets  of  my  own  tribe,  only  to  see  him 
fall  by  the  rifles  of  yours  ;  and  whose  death  I  hare 
swore  by  the  Great  Spirit  to  revenge.  Nay,  start 
not,  you  are  here  in  ppace.  My  people  have 
brought  me  to  listen  to  your  talk,  and  it  is  not  in 
this  council  that  the  private  wrongs  of  Pohonta 
shall  influence  her  public  duty.  Speak  your 
errand. 

Tanfcee.  Oh,  yes ;  and  shall  merely,  by  way  of 
preface,  observe  that  I  guess  your  husband  >was 
shot  for  smuggling ! 

Pohonta.  He  prepared  strong  drink  to  cheer  our 
warriors  from  the  grain  of  his  own  field,  and  ex- 
changeQ.  'it  with  your  people  for  iron  and  for 
raiment.  You  called  that  contraband,  and  slew 
him  for  but  using  that  which  was  his  own. 

Yankee.  I  calculate,  on  recollection,  that  he  was 

a  pretty  considerably  d d  smart  bit  of  a  shot,  and 

popp'd  at  more  venison  than  any  poacher  in 
Pennsylvania. 

Pohonta.  Before  the  Great  Spirit  permitted  you 
to  cross  the  mighty  waters,  this  land  was  the  land 
of  my  fathers,  and  its  produce,  dead  or  alive,  was 
Indian  property.  What  did  the  Indian  do  ?  He 
asked  the  white  stranger  to  his  hut,  gave  Mm 
the  roasted  corn,  led.  him  to  the  vast  forest  where 
game  abounded  j  gave  food  to  the  hungry,  rest  to 


the  traveller,  fed,  foupht  for,  and  profited  him  f 

And  what  did  tin;  \vhil «;  mjui  : 

threw  down  the  very  huts  tb 

him, 

that  sin-It    i  . 

aud,  in  thu  na: 

'.'hat  our   fathers  did  to  your f  . 

or  yoiir  l":it  her,  di'l  to'o  rm  no  p:irt  of 

my    purpo.-e    here;    tin-  old    C 
pretty  OOUiderably  <ir;id   on  both   sides,  and  may 

Vs  for  the 

husband,  it'  I  undertake  to  give  you  n 
nails,  two  or  t  !m  ••  tin  saueep  - 
aml:t  M  »,  I  think  you'll  be  i 

handsome  an 

.MJ   her 

ilt,  and,  thoii'j-h  our  tribe 

were  t  rininatioii,  t  nrrow, 

knife,  and  tomahawk,  deep  hi  your  pallid 
t«hall  speak  my  au-wer.     Kri-'tly  a>  though' 
your  cause  of  coming;  say  what  iir\v  • 
peek  to  make,  what  more,  you  would  t:ik 

whom  you  have  left  nothing.    Hear   our 
reply,  and  then  depart  ! 

'.ing  from  you,  but 

to   give  you  .    and   powder,    and  hnivri 

game,  too— we  are  lighting  for  our  liberties  with 
our  former  brethren  ;  an  armv  of  whom  are  close 
at  hand— wo  want  your  help  in  hunt  them  to  their 
ship-.  Choose  yonr  side.— from  us,  war  will  gain 
y.-.u  nothing,  but  the  strangers  will  yield  stores  of 
gold  and  si. . 

Pohonfa.  We  will  side,  with  neither.    The  white 
men  may  destroy  each  other. 

1'itiikee.    But  I  guess  that,  when  you  are  at- 
tacked—— 

Pohonta.   We  shall  defend  ourselves.    Arroya! 

noil's  ended.  (IHntant  drum.) 

Yankee.  Aud  in  good  time,  for  the  English  are 

than   I  thought.  iy    lads  I     As 

they  pass  this  way,  disperse  yourselves  among  tho 

ipon  those  heights.    Let  every 

discharge  of  yonr  rifles  rid  us  of  an  enemy.    Keep 

put  of   sight.    Bush  lighting  in  the  only  way  to 

ad,  before  you  be   in,  just  by  way  of  a 

baulk  to  their  march,  cut  down  that  bridge. 

Pohonta.  Hold!     That  is  our  bridge  and  boun- 
dary ;    we'll   die   upon  it  ere  it  shall  be  injured. 
t,   and  we  join   your  enemy,  guide  him  to 
•  •ttlemonts,  and  direct  his  fire  on  the  mur- 
md! 

-•a  an  oxeoedingly  pretty  good 
sort  or  .;!•,-,  atid  if  t  r 

-;  ate  hear  of  any  part  you  take  n • 
us,  it  isn't  your  putting  yourself  in  a  pa.: -ion  will 
save  you  from  our  i  i)l«-<, "  .Man-li,  boys — ma:  eh  ! 

(.    Amc- 
.  >  r?e  in  different  dtV. 

ni;anough  lend 

th>'     '  i!<i    side.      The 

U'onu'M,  hcu-i.-  '   '•;/  Pohonta,  form  a 
the  u-ings,  and  they 
rest,  with  the  Chiefs  in  front.    A  scout 
ocer  the  bridge,  and,  in  action, 
'inces    tin-    British,    columns  of 
whom,  by  mechanical  profile  figtmt, 
are  seen  deploying  beyond  the  brul<j0t 
over  which  a  Tro 

•II     a    trumi'ct.    They    halt.    A 
see/ids    from     the 
bridgt.) 

(To  the  Indian*.)       auj  iuformod  by  yonr 
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countrymen  that  your   Queen   converses   in  our 

.  do  you  seek  her  ? 
S.  To  oil  md  alliance  of  o«r 

'   whom    hi 

take  110  active  part,  but  to  observe  a  strict 
lity. 

'i  ;  but  should  either 

fido  attack,  we  join  the  other. 

Second  O.  ]  ,-,  to  think  we  are 

surrounded.,  and  that  trooys  uru  hidduu  in  all  tJio 

Surrounded?      So  much  the' 
.      lint  a    l: 
lias   landed   some    addition   to   our 

b'ccond  O.  He  cauie  wit!:  --- 

(Shouts.) 

Enter  LORD  DALVEEN,  B. 
Lord  C.  Halt,  there!     Ah,  my  brave  con 
this  is  quick   work!     After  a  short   : 
which  I  have  in  vain  eneavoured  to  c 
either  L'aul  or  his  follow  marauder,  Corbie, 
lauded  just  in  time  to  prevent  your  being  cut  off 
from  the  main  body. 

Firat  O.  i'aul  si-t  on  shore  some  prisoners  this 
morning,  and  is  Baid  to  be  coasting  closo  by,  in 
our  camp. 

Pohonta.  These  three  imprudently  attacked  one  of 
our  wigwams,  and  were  destined  to  the  dreadful 
death  usually  inflicted  by  Indian  warriors  «:. 
other.    In  kindness  to  my  husband's  nation,  I 
prevailed  on  our  chiefs  and  women  to  adopt  them. 
iord  1>.  Have  they  turned  Indians,  then  ? 
Pohonta.  They'd  no  other  moans  ot  escaping  the 
flames.    Coosequaw,  wherc's  your  new  husband  ? 
C'oo.  Me  fetch  him.  [.Exit,  E 

(Arijleisfiredfrom  one  oj  the  heights', 
and  an  Indian  staggers  off,  B.  A 
great  tear  cm  is  ra~ 

Pohcnta.  One  of  our  brethren  slain!  White  men 
our  arms  nr  are  round 

ye,  in  bush  and  brake,  iu  diuu'le  and  in  dell— 
they've  broken  our  treaty!  The  murderers  of 
my  husband  are  at  hand  I  We'll  use  our  Indian 
skill  to  track  their  steps,  and  when  we've  turned 
them  to  the  open  field,  fight  your  own  battle 
bravely  ! 

(Melodrama*  Ic.  M»:-ic.  —  Of  her  shofs 
«'•''  .'  "iHccrs  retire 

nnd  on     tlw      bridge. 

Brings  Potc- 

hatau  forward,  and  seems  to  propose 
tomething  ,  r  ,honta,  who 

ncd  of  it  —  slie  seems 

ttion.) 

Pohonfn.  Tie  clarins  my  hand,  or  sides  with  our 
enemies  —  be  it  so. 

(Music  renewed.—  /'  --scsher 

refusal      o  ^^Q 

it    the 


• 


|  ,,f 


>'.      Powhanta    in     turn 
The 

cnr.j/,  n-hich 

t's  thfii  occupinl   b'j  a  coml'i: 
fantry.     Lord    Dalvccn  and    Yankee 
«'V  .'i.-A     othtr,    and 

Pohonta  is  activein  front  t>f  the  ttage. 
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Opechankanough,  having  btaten  Pow- 
hatan,  the  .Amazon  attacks  him 
bravely,  but  has  the  worst,  tchen  her 
women  rescue  her.  They  in  turn  are 
driven  off,  and  the  Princess  is  sur- 
rounded. LORD  DAL  VEEN  enters, 
r,.,  cries,  "Courage,  my  brave 
wench,"  puts  the  Indians  to  .flight, 
and  carries  the  lady  of,  B.  The  stage 
is  cleared,  but  the  noise  of  the  fight 
continues  as  at  a  distance.) 

Enter  YANKEE,  panting  for  breath,  B. 
Tankee.  So  far  they've  given  us  a  pretty  consider- 
able, downright,  bit  of  a  drubbing.  If  we  could 
but,  as  they  did,  meet  a  reinforcement,  we  might 
rally  yet.  (Shouts  without,  "  Paul !  Paul !  Paul 
Jones  has  landed!")  Oho,  Paul  Jones !  Good  as 
a  thousand  men,  I  calculate— fight  on,  Yankees ! 
Paul  for  ever  !  [Exit,  B. 

Music.   —  Enter   CORBIE,   r,..    leading   MAUD 
PAUL. 

Capt.  C.  Others  have  landed  besides  Paul. 
Maud.  Ay,  and  now  tremble,  pirate ;  once  more, 
I  say,  release    me;  and,    since  I  have    escaped 
Dalveen,  I'll  forgive  my  imprisonment  during  a 

tedious  voyage,  and 

Capt.  C.  And  what  ?  Would  you  be  left  here 
among  savages  ? 

Maud.  Oh,  no,  'tis  to  me  a  land  of  friends.  My 
brother  is  on  the  side  of  America,  and  his  oppo- 
nents are  British— each  party  will  respect  me. 

Capt.  C.  Aud  each  party  would  hang  me  up  at 
the  yard-arm. 

(Music. — Enter  Savages,  B.  They  run 
to  seize  Maud,  who  is  defended  by 
Corbie  against  three  or  four.  Maud 
takes  an  opportunity  of  escaping, 
but  is  met  and  pursued  off  by  a  second 
party.  Corbie  fights  while  retreat- 
ing, L.) 

SCENE  II.— .American  Landscape. 

Enter  ROBIN,  dressed  and  painted  as  an  .American 
India  n,B. 

Bob.  Here— here's  an  alteration  of  the  outward 
man.  After  crossing  the  Atlantic,  and  escaping 
the  dangers  of  the  deep,  I  was  taken  prisoner  by 
the  Indians,  condemned  to  be  roasted,  and  pre- 
pared for  the  spit,  when,  at  the  recommendation 
of  a  squaw  princess,  I  was  saved  from  the  war- 
kettle,  and  condemned  to  be  married— that  is,  I 
pot  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire.  They  gave 
me  a  new  name,  too — christened  me  Chicka- 
hominy — and  yonder's  my  wife,  Coosequaw,  who 
has  dressed  herself  most  splendidly  for  the  marri- 
age ceremony,  and  I'm  only  afraid  she'll  want  to 
have  me  dressed  for  the  dinner.  She  learned  a 
little  English  of  her  mistress  Pohonta,  and,  having 
half  forgot  her  own  tongue,  and  not  quite  learnt 
ours,  she's  so  unintelligible  that,  like  many  other 
married  folks,  we  shall  live  in  a  lively  state  of 
misnnderstanding.  I  have  contrived,  during  the 
bustle  of  the  battle,  to  give  my  wife  the  slip  ;  and, 
if  I  can  but  reach  the  English  camp,  shall  be  able 

to (War  whoop.)    What  was  that?    I  wonder 

what  became  of  my  friend  Airngray — he  was 
in  advance  and,  as  it  isn't  likely  he,  too,  would 
get  married,  he  is  probably  by  this  time  in  a  state 
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of  digestion  in  a  dozen  Indians'  stomachs.  Oh, 
dear,  here  comes  an  Indian  chief !  He'll  question 
me,  and,  as  I  can't  answer  him,  I  shall  get  scalped, 
tomahawked,  and  poor  Coosequaw  will  become  a 
widow  on  her  wedding-day.  (Goes  up  the  stage.) 


Enter  AIRNGRAY,  L.,  in  an  Indian  warrior'* 
costume. 

.Air.  Worra,  worra,  coo !  There's  a  pretty  voice 
for  a  war  whoop  1  Here  am  I,  saved  from  a  death- 
song  and  a  scalping  match,  to  be  adopted  by 
Hoppinyary,  or  the  Black  Beau,  and  married  to  an 
old  lady  of  the  name  of  Squiuacoosta,  or  the  Long 
Tongue ;  and,  though  we've  only  been  man  and 
wife  three  hours  and  a  quarter,  she"  s  so  vociferously 
fond  of  me,  that,  fearing  to  be  found  some  morning 
smothered  in  my  wigwam,  I've  ventured  to  do  as 
they  do  in  Doctor's  Commons,  and  attempt  a 
separation,  in  hopes  of  reaching  the  British  camp, 
which  I  think  I  may  do,  unless  some  infernal  sou 
of  a  beastly  Sachem  should  come  across  me. 
And— (sees  .Robin) — by  all  that's  unlucky,  here  is  a 
most  ferocious  rascal — of  the  Kangaworry  tribe,  I 
dare  say. 

.Rob.  (kpart.)  I  have  watched  him,  and  never 
observed  a  more  horrible  animal.  Perhaps  we're 
of  different  tribes,  and  not  obliged  to  understand 
one  another.  I'll  give  him  a  sign,  and  if  iny  free- 
masonry won't  do  I  must  talk  the  best  way  I  can. 

Air.  I'll  put  a  bold  face  on,  and  make  a  language 
of  my  own. 

DUET.— AIRN-GRAY  and  ROBIN. 

Air.     Wackamaw,      Caracaw,     Peda      Macka- 

witshet, 

Eob.    Such  lungs  as  that  to  the  devil  I  pitch  it. 
But  here  goes  like  a  great  big  chief. 
A  sheepo  pocataligo  Kirrawikky  Tacky- 

wox.   . 
.Air.     That's  one  way  to  ax  me  to  open  my  backy 

box. 

He  smokes  me,  it's  my  belief. 
JBotTi.  But  I  am  down  to  he, 
As  he  shall  quickly  gee 
With  a  hurry  worry  whack  commeca. 

Air.     You  hurry  me,  you  worry  me,  you  no  let 

me  be. 
Eob.    I  think  I've  heard  that  before. 

Yankee     doodle      Massachnsset      Keeto 

Car  ri  bee. 

.Air.     This  language  is  a  monstrous  bore. 
Bob.     Madowesse,  Cataban,  Whiskerron  Jannort. 
Air.     If  you've  any  whisky,  pray  let's  have  a 

can  of  it. 

Bob.    Merrywelk  Rabbitono  Estrickabokano. 
.Air.     Merry  Welsh  rabbits  and  best    streaky 

bacon, 0 ! 

Both.  But  I'll  talk  as  well  as  he, 
As  he  quickly  shall  see, 
With  a  hurry  worry  whack  commeca. 

(After  the  duet,  they  approach  each 
other,  mutually  afraid,  cutting  capers 
in  imitation  of  the  savages.) 

Bob.  I'll  stand  this  no  longer — my  tomahawk'3 
as  sharp  as  his.  So  here  goes— I'll  bully  him— any 
hard  words  will  do.  Let  me  see.  (.Approaches 
fiercely,  and  roars  out.)  Edinburgh,  Glasgow, 
Musselbnrgh,  Port  Patrick,  and  Paddywhack. 

Air.  This  is  a  travell'd  Indian.  He  must  have 
been  in  Europe.  I've  been  in  London  myself,  so 


PAUL    JONES. 


•  I'll  pay  him  in  his  own  coin— Fleotstreeto,  Temple, 
baribus,  Lillipot  Lano.  and  Little  St.  Thouia3 

SS.*V«rily,  a  light -yea,  a  strong  light,  breakoth 
in,  and  if  thou  art  an  Indian,  blow  me  out  of  the 

r".' Robin  of  the  Mull!     Incredible!        (Singt.) 

41  Lncas  is  a  silly  goose." 
Why,  how  came  you  promoted  to  the  honours  of 

*  Bob.  Warsaw!  wedlock  brought  it  about.  I'm 
father  of  a  tribe,  husband  of  a  priacMM,  Md 
because  I  can't  speak  their  lingo,  they'vo  chris- 

tened  me (War  whoop  heard.)  Eh,  we'd  In-tt.-r 

try  to  make  our  wav  in  safety— yea,  even  unto  the 
tents  of  the  British,  blow  uio  tight! 

Air  That's  fine  talking,  when  here  comes  a 
Tenerable  Sacheme.  If  he  catches  us  out  of 
bonnds,  we  shall  be  in  a  pretty  way. 

Rub.  He  is  but  one— we  are  two ;  the  weak  must 
yield  to  the  strong,  as  the  lamb  tumbles  before 
the  wolf.  Shall  we  not  smite  the  Amalekite  ? 

4tr  No  take  him  with  us;  but  let's  first  ob- 
•ervuhitn.  (They  reti.e.) 

Enter  JUSTICE  MACMITTIMUS,  L.,  in  the  e9s- 

turoe  of  an  American  Indian. 
Jus  The<e  Indians  have  made  me  a  jackdaw, 
by  order  of  their  government.  They've  given  me 
a  wife,  too.  Oh,  such  a  darling— six  feet  eleven 
without  her  mocassins!  She's  too  old  to  live 
long,  but  that's  no  comfort,  for,  in  order  to  make 
me  a  sincere  mourner  at  her  funeral,  I  am  to  have 
the  honour  of  being  buried  alive  with  the  remains 
of  my  dear  Pettiquaw.  I  have  therefore  moved 
the  case  out  of  their  court,  and,  if  no  one  in- 
terrupts  mo  in  my  progress,  shall  soon  arrive  at 
the  British  encampments.  (Sees  Bob  in.)  Eh,  dear 
ine,  there  is  a  couple  of  desperate  rascals  !  They 
approach !  I  shall  be  scalped,  tomahawked,  and 
have  my  fingers  smoked  in  a  red-hot  tobacco 

Bob.  Don't  bo  afraid  of  him.  We'll  make  faces 
of  defiance,  and  tip  him  the  war-dance. 

.Air.  We'll  hold  a  talk  with  him  first ;  Yankee 
Americanus,  whitemanibu?,  killemauandeathim. 

Jus.  Well,  that's  the  most  Indiau-like  English 
I  ever  heard. 

Bob.  Hascalibus,  impudcntissiuins,  quickcoman 
tippus  your  inanus. 

Jus.  Well,  then,  if  I  must  try  my  hand,  here 
goes.  Orderoa  governantos  capero  coppery 
warro. 

Air.  That's  as  much  as  to  say  tip  us  a  dance. 
(They  dance.)  Ah,  my  dear  Justice,  there's  no 
kiding  talent]  We  know  you. 

~?ob.  We've  no  time  for  present  explanation. 
lir.  And   have  nothing  to  do  but  to    escape. 
ids,  here's  my  wife ! 
'•    Ami  mine  I 
And  mine ! 

:.— Enter  COOSEQUAW,  PETTIQUAW,  and 
IUINACO03TA.  L.    Each  run*  to  her  husband, 
violently  embraces  Him. 

What's  to  be  done  now  ? 

ir.     Oh,    my     dear,    what     an     unexpected 
kJ 
And  where  are  all  your  countrymen  ? 
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Pet.  Dey  gone  to  fight  white  man.     Doy  con- 

quer,  dey  beat  'em, 
Bring  prisoner  from  battle,  den  kill  him 

and  eat  him. 
S;u.  Den    great    Benamuckee    all    make    him 

knock  under, 

And  Waramakao  speak  loud  in  by  thunder. 
Coo.  While  Squaw  losing  father,  good  husband, 

or  brother, 

Make    merry  at  home    when    she  marry 
another. 

Bob.  You  come  bravely  on  in  your  English  I 
Can  yon  dance  as  well  as  you  sing  ? 

Am  They  don't  understand.     I'll  show  thorn. 

(Dances  aitkwardly.  They  assent,  nu>l 
commence  a,  very  comic  pan  de  trois, 
during  ichich  the  three  hu*b  tnds  a;-ni. 
in-arm  steal  round  to  the  opposite  .-ida 
of  the  stage,  and  run  off,  B.,  softly 
but  as  quickly  as  pOMible, 
Women,  ic ho  have  their  backs  toward* 
the  Men,  on  turning  round,  perceive 
their  flight,  and,  setting  up  a  terrific 
Indian  clutter,  run  a;ter  them,  B.) 

SCENE  III.— Interior  of  a  Wigwam. 

Enter  POHONTA  and  LORD  DALVEEN,  L. 

Pohonta.  White  man  yon  have  saved  my  life, 
but  it  will  be  difficult  to  "preserve  yours  from  my 
ferocious  countrymen. 

Lord  D.  My  party  are  on  the  retreat,  and  if  I 
mistake  not  the  Yankees  are  victorious. 

Music.— Enter  MAUD,  conducted  byOPEOHANK. 
ANOUG-H,  B.,  who,  i?v  action,  demands  of  the 
Qufen  that  she  shall  be  sacrificed.  The  Queen 
refuses — (ha  Chief  insists.  Lord  Dalveen  prepares 
to  attackhim,  when  heis  disarmei  by  a  party  from 
behind.  Opechanfcanough  then  repeats  his  demand 
of  the  Queen's  hand  as  the  price  of  the  captive's 
freedom. 

Pohonta.  Never  1  never !  My  heart  is  wedded  to 
the  grave — my  hand  is  for  my  country's  battles. 

(Strikes  with  her  hatchet  t?ie  rude  osier 
cord  which  binds  Maud  Paul,  snatches 
her  from  the  captors,  and  giees  her  a 
tomahawk.  Lord  Dalveen  disengages 
himself,  and  the  three  fight  in  a  circle, 
completely  surrounded.  Enter  other 
Warriors,  bringing  a  pine-tree,  stake, 
and  fire.  All  three  are  attached  fo  it, 
when  a  shout  is  raised  of  "  Paul  and 
the  Yankees  1") 

Enter  PAUL  JONES,  L.,  with  POWHATAN  and  a 
a  Parly.  He  shoots  Opechanfcanough,  releases  the 
j'rusoners,  and  clears  th«  wigwam  of  the  hostile 
Indians. 

Lord  D.  Paul ! 

Maud.  Brother! 

Pohonta.  Waste  no  time  here,  come  to  a  safer 
shelter;  and  ever  may  white  men  thus  conquer 
savage  hearts,  by  kindness  and  protection. 

Paul.  My  duties  call  me  hence — there's  mora 
work  for  the  sword. 

Pohonta.  Go,  then — go.  On  your  way,  spread 
civilization  and  sorrow,  spill  the  blood  of  the 
Indian ;  cover  the  lake  with  ships,  the  land  with 


PAUL 


armed  men ;  with  L 


^Uer  the  JUSTICE,  AIENGRAY,  and  ROBIN,  n. 
First  0    Then  how  shall  we  address  them? 

i5S^iiS|spsa' 

m<Kri(  0.  The  most  extraordinary  native  I  ever 


lord  D.  'TwiU  soon  **^"™",™lfi&T '.word 

^EasSgB^ffizs. 

entinies  Dalveen  can  look  for  peace. 

8^w*«=tatts 


to  take  up  your  vatuauie  niuv  -.—        — 

JSnating  Indian  young  ladies  who  are  at  this 
moment  in  pursuit  of  us.  . 

.First  0.  And  you,  mighty  chief  ? 


Papaul.  I'm  found,  then;  here  he  is. 
Enter  CORBIE,  u. 

cheer,  ho,  Indians? 
:o  one,   too. 


So 


I'm 
my 


T?«J>    T  IITPP  a  call— yea,  a  call  to  admonish  the 

^»rSSa»4rd,>iroUasat«tj!a»a>t 

or  the  devil  him 


SC  jSb?'Do,  sir,  for  our  wives  are  in  sight.    (Indiai 
Wioel  heard.)    There  on  the  left. 

First  0    Paul's  cannon  on  the  right. 

iir!  And  you  can  scarce  hear  one  for  the  nois 


Farewell  '  %rums,  cannon,  and  shouting 
nea  )  The  cSnlest  calls  me  Should  we  meet 
again,  'twill  be  perhaps  m  amity^^ 


SCENE  IV.—  The  British  Camp. 
Enter  OFFICER  and  Soldiers,  R. 


T?v«f-  ft  /vwav  the  two  pirates  are  commencin: 
acUon!  aVabrlVe  Bdtish  frigate  is  at  hand  * 
take  up  the  conqueror. 


Paul.  And  Paul  will ^nail  his  colours ,  tc ,  the  mart. 


. 

vith  CORBIE. 


conies  under  the 


s,  I  have  j 


thins  t 


neither  Yankee  nor  John  Bull  have  anj ;.obj 
war  beyond  pur  general  rights  and  1 

Enter  SECOND  OFFICER.    . 


guns;  beste 


first  0   On  the  alert,  then?  •  Who  are  these? 

Second  0  Our  scouts  have  brought  three  Indian 
prisoS,  but  can't  make  out  their  nation  nor 
their  tribe. 


^  p^ 

^  seen  'coming  round  a  point,  and 
fearful  action  immediately  .  co 
ySSL  The  people  fire  frvn  t 
tops,  and  are  fired  on  in  return,  oj 
are  seen  to/all.  The  orc/icstm  plai 
«  Stand  to  your  owns,  my  hearts 
oak  "  which  is  chorused  by  the  peoj 
SactSn!  Paul  Jones  is  seen  ere, 
where  in  the  fight,  and  ^s  pr«porv 
to  board,  u-hen  Corbie  leaps  /rorn 
vessel  to  Paul's.  -4  desperate  com! 
ensues,  the  Pirate  Corbie  t«  slain  , 
sht'p  at  the  same  moment  blows 
Paul's  'flag  is  triumphantly  «aj 
he  and  his  Men  gives  three  cheers 
the  decfc,  the  sails  are  ^Sted  ^ 
as  the  vessel  prepares  to  wove, 
curtain  /alls.) 
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best  Pianoforte  Guide  It  rontains  as  muoh  matter  as  :  i  tor  which 
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OHARLES  SANTLEY'S  SIX  POPULAR  BARITONE  SONGS.  Music  and  Words.  Prico  One  Shillin- 
The  Lads  of  tho  Village.     Dibdiu.—  Tho  Waud«-r.-r.     Schubert.— In  Childhood  My  Toys.    L 
—Tom  fowling.    Dibdjn.— Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep.    Knight.— Mad  Tom.,  Purcell. 
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a  Anld  Robin  Gray    (Scotch  Ballad) 

3 

4 

.->  I>i  I'cscatoro    (Sonc)    .      . 

6  To  Far-oil  .Mountain    (Duet) 

8  A  Woman's  Heart   (Ballad) 

(10  Above,  how  Brightly  Roams'tho  Morning 
11  The  Marriaga  of  tho'Eoses    (Valse) 
PS  Norms    (Duet) 

13  Lol  Heavenly  lieauty    (Caratina) 

14  In  Chilttliood  my  Toys    'Song) 

[15  \V!iil«  Beauty  Clothes  tlio  hYrtilo  Vale 
18  The  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls 

\ir^ 

|H  Beethoven's  "Andante  and  Variations" 


La  Petit  Flcnr 

Angela  ever  Bright  and  Fair 

My  Mother  bids  me  Bind  my  Hair  (Canzonet) 


•a  » 

il 

52  IIommaKC  an  Oenie 

U  8ee  whut  1'mty  lirooms  I've  BougW 


As  It  Fell  npon  a  Day    (Duet) 
A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave    (Song) 
L  Why  are    you  Wandering    here   I   pray? 

(B»Uai> 
iu:  A  Maiden's  1'rajtr, 


43  ViilseBrillante 

44  id niic.  sweet  Home!     (Sonp) 

45  Oft  In  the  Stilly  Night    (Song) 
40  All's  \\ell    (Duet) 

47  Tho  -Crown  Diamonds"  Fantasia 

4S  H.-ar  me,  dear  Ono    (Serenade) 

4'J  Youth  and  Love  at  the  Holm    (Barcarolle) 

so  Ailelaiih;    Ueethoven    (*ong) 

61  The  Death  ot  JS  elson    (Song) 

53 

54  The  Thorn   (Song) 

56  Thero  be  none  ot  Beauty's  Daughters  (.Song) 

58  I  have  Pluckc.lthe  Fairest  Flower 

59  Hiif-Mo  Dtscourse    (Song; 
Co  Fislu-r  Maiden    (Song) 

<i[  FuirAsrnes    (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  and  Bright    (Sonp) 

63  Woman's  Inconstancy    (Song) 

64  Echo  Duet 

65  The  Meeting  of  tho  Waters    (Irish  Melody) 
Cfi  Lo,  Here  the  Gentle  L*rk 

67  Beethoven's  Waltzes     (Second  Series) 

68  Child  of  Earth  with  the  Uolden  Hair  (tto»g) 

69  Should  h    Upbraid  (Song) 

70  LleUer  ohne  Wort*.    .N'os.  4  and  9 

71  Waft  her.  Angels; 

72  Movement  from  Sonata  in  A 

73  What  is  this  Feel  in  IT? 
71  Romancf  in  F-mujor 
7"»  With  V.TilureClad 
7'J  Derniere  Tengee 

77  I.uvc  In  h.-r  Eyes  sits  Playing 

78  Andante  from  Sonnta  in  ('J 

:  he  Lord  is  Mmdful  o<  his  Own 
*»  He  shall  Fe.-il  his  Flock  like  a  Shepherd  • 
-toral  Symphony 

82  impromptu  in  A-Fiat 

83  The  Hunt  is  I 'p. 

H4  I  Dn-amt  that  1  Dwelt  In  Marble  Flail* 
85  Slumber  Song     . 


London  i  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers. 


ADVEBTISEMENT8. 


Now  Beady,  Price  3d. 


THE  ACTOE'S  HAID-B 


AND 


GUIDE  TO  THE  STAGE  FOE  AMATE1 


HOW  TO  STUDY. 

HOW  TO  READ. 

HOW  TO  DECLAIM. 

HOW  TO  IMPROVE  THE  VOICB. 

HOW  TO  MEMORIZE. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FIGURB. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FACE, 

HOW  TO  TREAD  THE  STAGE. 


HOW  TO  MANAGE  THE  H 
HOW  TO  EXPRESS  THE  ? 

PASSIONS  AND  EMOT! 
HOW  TO  DO  BYE-PLAY. 
HOW  TO  COMPORT  YOURi 

A  LADY  OR  GENTLEM 
HOW   TO    OBTAIN   AN    E 

MENT. 


BY      THE      OLD      STAGE! 
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FREE    ACTING    DRAMA. 
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as  full  stage  directions,  costumes,  &c.,  are  given. 
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